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One 


Author's Notes: 
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very silly so don\'t take it too too seriously. Okbye have a great day~ 


Once upon a time, there lived a beautiful princess named Percy who had glowing blonde hair, girl-like hand 
gestures, and an injured internal organ. Percy enjoyed the finer things in life, and he resided in a ridiculously 
too-large castle atop a hill overlooking the small but happy kingdom of Bron-Yr-Aur. Bron-Yr-Aur, as the 
name does not imply, was famous across the land for its large and decidedly delicious lemons. When one looked 
out any window in the castle one would see nothing but acres and acres of lemon trees as far as the eye 
could see. Now Percy was not a "princess" in the traditional sense of the word, meaning he was in all 
technicality, a prince. The title of a princess was most commonly used to refer to the daughter of a king, not 
a son. But Percy did not and never had pictured himself suiting the role of a prince, and preferred to be a 
princess much more. Something was so appealing to him about wearing dresses and having long hair that he 


was never forced to cut. 


As for Percy's injured internal organ-or broken heart-this was one of the few things in life the Princess of 
Bron-Yr-Aur did not enjoy, as you have most likely guessed. In the last week, Percy had become an orphan his 
father had died when he was very little, and the only memory Percy has of him is that he ate a lot of cake. 
His mother had passed on to the other side but five days ago, and since then Percy had not left his room. 
Why should he? He had everything he needed: his blanket fort, his teddy bear, and his hair products. This 
worried him slightly, he had to admit-he was running low on conditioner. No matter. Someone would buy some 
and bring it to him. The Princess refused to open his door even a crack, so they would have to throw it to 
him from the window. That would be okay. The tower wasn't even that high, after all. He didn't need to leave 


ever again because outside of his room there was nothing but sadness lying in wait. 


Thus, Princess Percy sat alone in his crudely constructed fort, cuddling his teddy bear and doing his best to 
nurse his poor heart back to health. Some of his friends dropped by and begged him to come out, even just 
for a little while, but each time Percy refused. It was too hard. It made him want to cry, thinking of being out 
in the world where people you love died. No one would get hurt in his blanket fort. He was safe. His teddy bear, 


Peter, was safe. 


In addition, Percy was plain scared because he knew what would happen should he leave his quarters. He was 
scared by the knowledge he was next in line to rule over the people of Bron-Yr-Aur. Percy was not a leader. 
Percy was a follower; indecisive. Hard decisions were not meant to be made by him. There were people who did 
that kind of thing. Not him. What frightened the Princess the most, however, was the obvious fact that he 
could not be a queen without having a king by his side. Marriage was a truly terrifying prospect. Commitment 
was the absolute most scariest thing in the whole world to Percy. Percy was one of the ficklest people you 
would ever meet. How was he expected to look after anyone other than himself? He had a pet hamster once, 


and even she died within a couple of days. 


Percy was not unkind, though. Not hard to live with. All he needed was some food, somewhere to sleep, and an 
occasional cuddle. Like a kitten, maybe. He just didn't realize it at the time, but he would make a wonderful wife, 
and the person whom he would marry was, at the time, an unsuspecting writer named John Paul. Or, as John 


Paul preferred, Jonesy. 


woun 


Jonesy was a gentle, quiet, and fairly unassuming writer who lived on the outskirts of Bron-Yr-Aur, in a small 
house nestled comfortably in between two rolling green hills. Or at least, he was an aspiring writer, and 
musician. He played various instruments and he wrote songs, songs that no one save for himself had ever 
heard. Which was quite a shame, for Jonesy was much better than people were lead to believe. He never let 
this fact be known, and so no one truly paid him much attention. John Paul was far too shy to do such a thing. 


Besides, it's not like he thought he was that good, anyway. 


Inside Jonesy's humble abode, one would find towering stacks of sheet music and assorted ink bottles and quills. 
The remaining space of the tiny home was filled with a crude but comfy cot, a writing table which could 
barely stand, and of course, Jonesy's musical instruments. They made his home his home. They leaned against 


walls and hung down from the ceilings and every single one was extremely well looked after and loved: lutes, 


harps, mandolins, tambourines, guitars, bagpipes, exotic foreign instruments you had probably never seen 
before, all from John Paul's travels. There was even a spoon here and there, if one was looking hard enough to 
see them. He liked to hang spoons off of his nose in his spare time. 


The best part of it all, to Jonesy, was his clear view of the castle where the beautiful Princess Percy resided. 
It's not like he was close enough to actually gaze upon Percy himself, but he was close enough to at least see 
it, even if it was a small grey dot in the distance. It comforted Jonesy to know they slept under the same 


night sky, and that they watched the same sunset each and every day. 


He sighed deeply, feeling hopelessly sad. John Paul had just received the news of the Princess’ recent orphaned 
state. The news spread terribly quickly around the little kingdom. Jonesy was an orphan as well, but unlike 
Percy he could not remember his mother or father, never mind miss them. His grandparents had raised him, 
for they died when he was a young child. Still, he felt closer to the future ruler of Bron-Yr-Aur than he ever 
had before. Jonesy also pondered over who would be the lucky bride. The normally content Jonesy felt a twinge 


of jealousy he could not deny. Wistfully, he wished it could be him. 


It was certainly not much, but it was home, and Jonesy had positively no intention of leaving it until the 
moment he discovered the Princess had been kidnapped by one of the most feared wizards in Bron-Yr-Aur and 


beyond, Jimmy. 


wun 


Jimmy was not a bad person. That's just what they want you to think. You turn one person into a scarf, and 
for the rest of your life you're considered to be a villain. It was a nice, striped scarf, too. Jimmy still had it 
laying around somewhere. Certainly, Jimmy was a wizard and had a bit of a temper and was indeed scary- 

looking, but he was not bad. He never hurt anyone, purposely, and he drank tea. Not exactly bad guy material, 


in his humble opinion. 


But the Wizard was lonely. He was dreadfully, dreadfully lonely and horribly, horribly sad. His mind was going. He 
had been alone for far too long, hidden away deep in the lonely and endless forests of Kashmir. And once in a 


while, feelings such as these caused ordinarily calm people to do things they wouldn't normally be found doing. 
Such as kidnapping a prominent royal figure from their tower in the dead of night. 


Jimmy liked to think he knew this was going to happen-the death of Percy's mother. That he knew all, he was 
omnipresent. The truth was Jimmy was a little creepy and what in modern times, we would deem a "stalker." 
Just a little bit. He always knew Percy would have to marry eventually, and it wasn't going to be to anybody 
but him. But he never knew how to approach the subject, obviously. Percy would most likely not marry him by 
choice. Jimmy thought sadly that no one would marry him by choice. Everyone was afraid of him. Then again, 
would anyone marry Percy by choice? Yes, Percy was dashingly handsome and had the fairest hair in the 
history of the world, but besides those things, the Princess did not have much going for him. He was a little 
slow in the head and perpetually smelled of lemons. Jimmy, unbeknownst to Percy, was doing him a favor by 


kidnapping him and marrying him. The Wizard was quite good at rationalizing his blatantly unacceptable motives. 


Percy was far bigger and heavier than Jimmy the Wizard had been anticipating, especially when he was asleep. 
Jimmy was not a very physically strong person and when he yanked the Princess along the floor, across the 
blanket nest, he swore some bone in his body broke. After catching his breath and questioning for a split 
second how good of an idea this was, Jimmy leaned over and placed one arm under the small of Percy's back 
and the other underneath his knees. Naturally, the lightly snoring Princess’ head rolled until it rested against 
Jimmy's shoulder. Shuddering, he tried to ignore how odd this felt, since he had not had human contact, 
especially like this, for a very long time. Percy smelled of graham crackers, and not so much lemons as the 
wizard had been expecting. He adjusted his grip on Percy, then vanished in a cloud of thick, pitch black smoke. 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
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John Paul was a very solitary person who enjoyed his alone time more than he enjoyed time being social. He 
loved nothing more than cuddling up with a glass of milk and honey, reading or writing or playing or balancing 
spoons on his nose. Particularly in the evening, when the sun was going down behind the horizon and he was 
tired from a long day of thinking and sprawling out under some blankets seemed incredibly welcoming. He knew 
all that-his quiet and comfortable way of living-would soon come to an end. Jonesy had found his purpose in 
life. It's not as if he never felt his existence was pointless, but there arrived a time in one's life when 
everything came together and it all made sense. Perfect sense. It made perfect sense to Jonesy that he was 
the one meant to save Princess Percy from the evil Wizard. It was his destiny. And as much as he did not 
expect his destiny to include rescuing a Princess from a Wizard, he supposed that was that and there 
remained little he could do to change it. 


Resigned to what the future held, our Hero made his way to the little and, to Jonesy, unpleasant bar all the 
way across Bron-Yr-Aur. As mentioned, he did not enjoy being social all that much, but that does not mean 
Jonesy was friendless, and there was only one place he would find his best friend, John: anywhere alcohol was 
served. To Jonesy's surprise, not only did he find John but Maxwell was sitting next to him also. John was 
half-drunk and snuggled into the smaller frame of Maxwell like a lost puppy. Maxwell looked rather 
uncomfortable, Jonesy noticed, for he was super tiny and John was..not. This was not to say that he was fat 
by any means, but John was more like a teddy bear. Big and cuddly, moustache included. "Ey Jonesy!" John 
bellowed, sitting straight up and away from Maxwell to his obvious relief. He waved in greeting, John Paul 
returned the gesture. 


"Hello, John. Maxwell," he said in his calm and quiet voice, taking a seat in between his friends who both so 
graciously moved over to make room for him. Jonesy truly was the glue that held the three together. With 
Maxwell's shy nature and John's drunken expressiveness, Jonesy was the ideal happy-medium. Not to mention 
he considered his two friends family. They had always been there for him and brought him soup when he was 
sick and held him when he cried and threw parties for him on his birthdays, despite his protests. Especially 
John. John loved to surprise him randomly throughout the years, showing up outside his door with a picnic 


basket or a bottle of wine and sometimes just to give him a hug. 
"How are you?" asked Maxwell, who, unlike most people, actually cared about the answer one gave. There were 
not many people in the world as sincere or caring as Jonesy's friend Maxwell. It was refreshing; it gave our 


Hero hope for the future, that possibly everything was not so bad after all. 


Jonesy frowned slightly as John wrapped a strong arm around him, pulling him into his side. He grew more and 
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more snuggly as he drank more and more, meaning that he had most likely been at the bar awhile already. 
Jonesy considered how he would reply, before finally deciding on getting straight to the point. "| have found my 
destiny.” 


A collective gasp from Maxwell and John. 


"Yer destiny ?" John soon questioned, loosening his grip slightly on our Hero's shoulders. He didn't seem to 
notice how uneasy his little friend suddenly felt. "How's that?" It was a well-known fact John did not believe in 
things such as fate or destiny. 


But Maxwell did. Being a scholar and a self-proclaimed philosopher, this statement interested him greatly. He 
sidled closer to Jonesy who was becoming increasingly uncomfortable under the weight of an intoxicated John. 
"Jonesy, whatcha mean by that?" He raised his caterpillar-like eyebrows so high that they disappeared beneath 
his long brown bangs. "A sign from God? A vision? A dream?" 


Sighing, John let go of Jonesy and returned to his whiskey, apparently finished with the conversation at hand. 
"Princess Percy has been kidnapped," Jonesy began, stating the obvious. 


Maxwell shook his head. "Shame." 


"Well." Jonesy bit his lip, trying to figure out how to say this. It seemed so simple at the beginning, but 
Maxwell was not one who believed in things such as a gut feeling, which was the only reason Jonesy was about 
to do what he was going to do. Maxwell was religious, and thought that things happened due to divine 
intervention and Holy Spirit. The path the Almighty one had set out for you. Jonesy did believe in a higher 
power, but God, nor anyone else, had any influence on this particular decision. "I just have a.. feeling, | suppose, 
that | am the one meant to save him" 


Without warning, Maxwell's features lit up. "An adventure!" he declared. 
"Yes!" 


"You've never had an adventure!" 


"Not like this," admitted John Paul worriedly. He began to twiddle his thumbs, nervous. He wasn't a drinker, but 
a cold beer seemed appealing at the moment, for the gravity of the situation he was currently in began to 
dawn on him. The danger. What if he was not successful? What if Percy was forced to marry the dreadful 
Jimmy? There was nothing special about Jonesy, nothing that could assist him in his victory against the 
Wizard besides the fact he was the only one brave enough to stand up to him. When he voiced his concern to 
Maxwell, his friend merely smiled in that way of his; that irritating way that told you he knew something you 
did not. 


"Don't fret about that, Jonesy," said Maxwell, patting Jonesy's shoulder, ignoring John's laughter as he giggled 
at a stupid joke the bartender made. "| will help you find out exactly what you need for this to be the best 


adventure ever." 


wun 


The first sense that came back to Percy with consciousness was touch. The feel of coarse fabric against his 
delicate skin. A scratchy, dark black blanket was wrapped around his body tight, cocooned like a caterpillar. Then 
he became aware of sound, the crushing sound of silence. Possibly someone was breathing nearby, or it might 
have been Percy's own breathing he heard, if he was even still alive. What a stupid idea, of course he was 
alive. Cognitive thought grew in his mind until he was able to discern that he was laying with his eyes closed 
on some sort of foreign furniture. Eventually Percy dared to fully stir, opening his eyes slowly, carefully, 
azure eyes scanning his surroundings with painstaking care, gingerly memorizing every detail. It took no longer 
than a millisecond for the young Princess to realize he'd never seen such a place in his life. He forced himself 
to sit up, feeling the bitter cold wrap around him, caressing his pale skin like the blanket which had so 
carelessly been tossed across his body. 


The room Percy had been in for who knows who long was small and falsely cozy. It was a blinding white, stark 
and sterile, like an operating room only much worse. Dozens of candles, some barely flickering and others very 
bright were scattered all around, giving it an eerie glow. The room overall reminded Percy of what a small 
chapel in a hospital would look like. Doilies were set under small, delicate-looking tea cups. He realized with 
horror that there was a creepy pink teddy bear resting at the end of the fluffy bed, with big black eyes that 


bore into his very soul. 


A freezing gust of wind caused Percy to pull the scratchy blanket closer around himself. One of the three 
little round windows was open, reminding him of how miserable Bron-Yr-Aur's winters could be. He struggled to 


calm down his breathing. At this rate he would surely pass out. 


Suddenly, without any warning, the old wooden door swung wide open, hitting the wall behind it and bouncing 
slightly from its momentum, the creepy squeaking scaring the Princess out of his wits. 


"Mother?" It was instinct, really, for Percy to respond this way, though he was totally aware that this was 


not his dead mother, nor her ghost. 


The unknown person heard a small and distinctly excited voice, they smiled to themselves. Jimmy noticed that 
the Princess had woken up. He was sitting upright with an expectant smile on his face, his eyes wide with what 
he assumed to be hopefulness. 


Just as quickly as it had come, however, Percy's smile vanished, noticing that the person who now stood 
before him was definitely not who he had been expecting. Percy, in an absolute frenzy, leaped out of the bed, 
the only thing on his mind was escape. His legs were trembling like jelly due to lack of use, but he hardly took 
note. 


Jimmy stood tall and looming in the doorway, looking down at the curly-haired Princess with interest as a 


pleasant smile slowly spread over his features. He had a much better view of him now that he was awake and 


not laying about. He was adorable, even more so than he previously believed. 


Princess Percy was visibly shaking, either from the cold or because he was frightened out of his mind, Jimmy 
couldn't decipher which. A cold breeze blew in through the open window across the room, and the snow had 
just begun to fall again as the two stared at each other. Small white flakes fluttered in through the window 


and landed on the floor around them. The room was pale and silent. 
The biggest and brightest blue eyes Jimmy had ever seen stared up at him in an expression that could only be 
read as confusion, and he smiled as he dared to step closer. Percy backed up awkwardly as the Wizard entered 


further. His eyes freely roamed up his tall frame as Percy's brows furrowed together. 


Jimmy said, "Hello, Princess Percy." 


Three 
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It wasn't until Jonesy actually saw Maxwell's library that he realized how humongous and intimidating it was. 
Rows and rows and rows of thick, colorful books lined the towering, old shelves. Many of these books must 
have been from Maxwell's childhood, and many others must have been gifts from others. Since diapers, John 
Paul Jones and Maxwell Edison had been thick as thieves. This home was Maxwell's childhood home, but his 
parents were awfully strict and hardly ever allowed company, let alone a scruffy, dirty little boy called Jonesy 


who balanced spoons on his nose. 


It felt so improbable that small, slender Maxwell could accomplish this all by himself. Our Hero immediately was 
bombarded by the smell of old and new books alike. He read occasionally, but not nearly as much as his best 
friend. It made his head spin, wondering how many of the thousands of books here that had actually been read. 
He watched as Maxwell practically skipped into the large space, throwing his arms up proudly. "What do you 
think, Jonesy?" he exclaimed with the excitement of a child. 


A slowly sobering up John grunted in response, not particularly interested in the library, but at least he 
acknowledged it was there. It relieved the paternal Jonesy, knowing that John was mentally on the map. Maxwell 
either did not notice, or care. Eyes wide, Jonesy said, "| had no idea this was here," which was the truth. He 
had been to Maxwell's home a couple of times for special occasions and such, but never before had Maxwell 
taken him into his sacred and forbidden to all else's library. It was far beyond his expectations. The sight left 
him almost literally speechless. Stumbling slightly, he made his way to the closest shelf on his right, while John 
collapsed into a chair nearby, apparently exhausted from the ten minute journey to Maxwell's home in the cold 


winter weather. 


Choosing the thickest book, Jonesy pulled it out from the shelf happily, as Maxwell's childlike excitement and 
bouncing was rubbing off on him. He was terribly disappointed as he read the title of the book: How to Defend 
Yourself Against Fresh Fruit. Maxwell was soon by his side, taking the book from his hands and carefully 
placing it back where it came from. "Not quite what we're looking for," he said, and Jonesy then followed 
Maxwell all the way across the long room. The floor creaked with each step the two took. They at last stopped 


at a shelf in the bottom corner directly underneath the large, immaculately shiny window. 


Maxwell plopped to the floor; Jonesy followed suit. He never loved Maxwell as much as he did in that moment- 
so innocent, sitting there cross-legged, a goofy grin on his face, turning the pages of a book twice as large as 
his head. It was one of the most adorable things John Paul had ever witnessed, and with a sinking heart he 
prayed that it would not be last memory of Maxwell Edison he had. Moving closer to his friend so that they 
both had a good view of the dark blue book, Maxwell said simply, "Wizards." 


"Yes," said Jonesy, wrinkling his nose and holding back a sneeze. The book was dusty. It was an ancient work, 
filled with everything one needed to know about wizards. And although dated, Jonesy was certain it could be of 
practical use. He needed all the help he could get. Our Hero had nothing to begin with-he had nothing to lose. 


"Hmmm..." Maxwell mumbled. There was this cute little thing he did when he was thoughtful-bit his bottom lip. 
It had only been recently that Jonesy had begun to take note of it, but he was unsure of how long it had 
actually been going on. A life-long habit? The thought made Jonesy oddly happy, that some part of Maxwell's 
younger self remained a part of him, even as an adult. "Well," he finally said, again furiously flipping a couple 
pages over, dust flying in every direction, "let's get to work Find out what you'll need to save the Princess." He 


smiled Toothily, nodding. 


Jonesy agreed, scooting closer across the floor towards his friend. He glanced over his shoulder to make sure 
John was okay; he appeared very content with his book entitled How Not to be Seen A book that happened to 
be by the same author of How to Defend Yourself Against Fresh Fruit. Trying to push bad, scary thoughts of 


Jimmy the Wizard into the pack of his mind and instead focus on Maxwell, he agreed, "Yes, let's." 


wun 


It didn't take very long for Percy to realize just whom he had been kidnapped by. The long, stringy dark hair, 
the milky, pale skin, the long, coal black cloak, and the eyes. They were eerie, wide, dark under the shadow of 
his hood, and they glittered. It was not in a good way; it made Percy want to look down, to look anywhere but 
into those eyes. The Princess watched Jimmy with caution, unsure of what to think of the man who stood 
before him. 


The Wizard worked his mouth in impatience at the Princess’ apparent inability to answer. "Hello," he repeated, 


not knowing whether he simply did not hear him the first time or Percy really was as dull as everyone said. 


Unintentionally, Percy flinched. His voice was freakishly quiet and calm, velvety, almost, now that he was 
actually paying attention. It was nothing like he expected. His head rose and his eyes met Jimmy's again. He 
stared at the Wizard with interest, as if he were a puzzle he couldn't quite piece together. They looked at each 
other evenly for several seconds, neither one blinking. "Hi," Princess Percy finally managed to get out, knowing it 
would probably be in his best interests not to upset the evil Wizard Jimmy. 


"How are you?" 


How are you? Percy was stunned-Jimmy spoke to him casually as if they were discussing the weather over a 
cup of tea. Admittedly, the ruler of Bron-Yr-Aur was slightly dense (he blamed it on his hair, which was 
heavy and impaired his thinking) but once in a while his brain did work correctly. So he weighed his options- 
there was a small chance he would fit out of any of the three windows, for Percy had what others referred 
to as hippo hips. Not to mention it would be terribly undignified for someone such as himself to crawl out a 
window, under any circumstances. And of course there was no way to tell how high up he was. He hoped they 


very close to the ground, but he had no way of knowing. That, or Percy could simply make a dash for the door 


and hope it lead him somewhere away from Jimmy. But that was even more of a stupid idea. 


Unfortunately, panic was beginning to set in. Anxiety clawed at Percy's stomach, and fear pooled into his 
fingertips. His foggy mind could hardly process what was happening. All he knew is that he had to get out, to 
get away from here. Without thinking he took a frantic step forward, not having a clue as to just how he was 
going to make it past the taller, and although skinny, much stronger man in front of him. 


Jimmy easily saw it coming and, with took a tiny frown, took a nonchalant step to the left, effectively blocking 
Percy's escape path. Expectedly, Jimmy immediately then moved a little to the right, for Percy thought he 
could get past him that way. But he was comically slow, still in a state of shock. It made Jimmy feel bad. 
Perhaps there was a nicer way of breaking the news. It was all done now, though, and there was nothing he 


could do about it. He said, "Sit down, Percy. 
The Damsel in Distress gasped. "That's Princess Percy to you." His hands flew to his hips, defiant. 
"Sit down," Jimmy said once more, becoming bored of all this. 


"You can't make me," sneered Percy, trying to ignore the tremors in his hands. He was afraid, yes, but he 
could not let this villain know it. His body was covered in a most unflattering film of sweat, a sensation he had 


never experienced until now. 


Jimmy's eyes narrowed. He didn't want to scare his bride-to-be more than necessary, but as mentioned, 


Jimmy did not have the best of tempers. "I told you to sit," he said between grit teeth. 


Percy knew he was going to lose, but being who he was, the Princess thought highly of himself and had a bit 
of an ego problem. "No. Make me," he said the way a small, spoiled child would Each word was spoken clearly 


and with as much force as the Princess could manage. 


Before Percy was able to comprehend what he was doing, Jimmy crossed the room over to him. He was right 
in front of him before Percy had even started to back up, gripping his upper arm and pulling him to the side. 
His foot shot out in front of the Princess’ legs and he tripped right over them, the only thing keeping him 
from falling flat on his face being that Jimmy had a hold on his arm. His hip still hit the stone floor with 
force, causing him to cry out at the pain that shot through his torso. He let go of his arm but he had gripped 
him so hard that our Damsel was sure he would end up with bruises from the Wizard's fingers digging into his 
skin Percy cradled his arm against his body, staring up at Jimmy in shock as he towered over him, suddenly 
appearing much more frightening than before. His stare was unyielding as he gazed down at him, completely 


unfazed. "l. Said. Sit." 
Princess Percy couldn't help but feel sincerely afraid of him then. Never mind the fact that he had just 
psychically hurt him, it was the look of anger and the promise of more force that scared him more than 


anything. He opened his mouth to speak, but after a moment he closed it, too terrified to find his voice. 


After a couple seconds of Jimmy's eyes daring Percy to protest further, he moved back a couple paces and 


held his hands behind his back, shaking his head as if he were thoroughly disappointed in Princess Percy's 
actions-making him accidentally hurt his future wife. Concerned for his comfort, Jimmy then questioned for 
the second time, "How are you? | assume you're not doing very well” He knelt down in front of a wheezing, 
panicky Percy, wanting to get closer to prove his point but not close enough to scare him again. He was 
excitable, after all. "But you'll be fine. | can tell" A small smile tugged at his lips. Jimmy hoped these words 


would console the trembling royal figure. 


This had the opposite effect the Wizard had been planning for. The smile was the scariest thing he had done 
yet, and Percy let out a childish scream, squeezing his eyes shut. "You don't know how | feel," he said quietly, 
wondering where that had come from. His dark lashes fluttered against his increasingly pale skin as he 
breathed heavily, desperately trying to crawl away from the monster in front of him. 


With a dark grimace, the Wizard shoved Percy backwards so that he lay flat on his back, his head thumping 

against the floor. In turn, Percy let out a strangled and childlike cry of pain while Jimmy lowered his hands to 
the carpet on either side of his head, planting his knees on the floor as he towered above Percy on all fours. 
Heavy and panicked wheezes of breath escaped from his throat as he stared up at the man above him with 

wide eyes, certain that he had pushed his kidnapper too far and now he was going to kill him. This was it. 


Jimmy's own eyes locked with Percy's, and he cocked his head sideways and smirked. Hearing the Princess 
breathe so erratically and watching him stare up at him with such fearful eyes was almost, dare he say it, 
cute. It was endearing in the strangest of ways. Percy, who lay flat on his back, stared up at him with pure 
terror marking his features, his breath coming in short, shuddering pants. Weakly, he grunted as he strained 
to sit up once again, intent to get away. But the villain frowned and pushed his shoulders back down to the 
floor, taking Percy off guard with his sudden gentleness. He looked into his eyes in confusion, the back of his 
head coming down softly to rest against the stones as the Wizard lowered himself onto his elbows, bringing his 


face even closer to Percy's own. 


Percy crinkled his nose at the sudden close proximity. The black cloak hung loosely from Jimmy's leaning 
position, and it billowed at the Damsel's sides, making him feel even more trapped than he already was. His long 
hair fell down as well, obscuring most of the Wizard's face-all that Percy could make out were his ever 
glittering eyes. Jimmy licked his lips and said slowly, "| know you're afraid, and you're pretending not to be." 
With that, Jimmy gently pressed the palm of his hand against Percy's forehead, and before the poor Princess 


knew what was happening, he was fast asleep. 


Jimmy sighed, wonderfully annoyed, and with caution, lifted Percy off the ground and back into bed. It was 
more like he was marrying a little kid than a grown person. Feeling more depressed than he ever had in his life, 


Jimmy made certain that Percy was tucked in comfortably under the blankets and then left. 


Four 
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*You are Invited to the Divine Joining of Jimmy Page and Percy Plant in Holy Matrimony on the Thirteenth of 


December ?? 
Please bring gifts (preferably scarves and/or kittens), tea, and a smile 


(Also, please keep in mind that all those invited who do not turn up will be immediately turned into scarves or 


hats for Jimmy Page's personal use)* 


If Jimmy had been more of a stereotypical villain, he would have held the paper in the air and cackled as 
lightening flashed outside the widow behind him. But there was no lightening, just the night sky, and there was 
no malicious laughing-there was not even a small smile. Jimmy did love his goofy little invitation, but who would 
he give them to? How would he go about deciding who would be invited and who would not? Obviously he had 
no friends in Kashmir (there was not anyone in Kashmir, never mind friends), nor in Percy's hometown, and not 
in the quaint nearby village of Pepperland. The Princess himself apparently showed no interest in the planning of 
his own wedding-how rude! Leaving all the details up to Jimmy. 


There was a truth that the Wizard-soon-to-be-Husband did not want to acknowledge, and it was this: there 
was hardly a point in even having a wedding if no one was going to be there. Jimmy had threatened whoever 
was going to be given the invitation, but there was no fun in that. Jimmy found no pleasure in intimidating 


anyone. It would make him unhappy knowing that everyone at his wedding were there just for the reason they 


had to be, under the threat of being turned into a piece of clothing. 


The Wizard scowled and scrunched up his nose, something he often did when agitated. The date was not even 
certain! He tossed the invitation away, an immense feeling of sadness forming in his stomach. A thought he 
very much did not wish to think popped into his head: it was the exact same situation with Percy, he came to 
realize. Percy was not going to marry Jimmy because he wanted to; he had no other choice. Jimmy was 
forcing him into something he did not want. It suddenly felt as if everything-Jimmy's entire master plan-was 
beginning to fall apart around him. He doubted all of it. Had he truly done the right thing, or was he merely 
fooling himself? He tried to think of his future life with Percy. Where would they be in one, five, twenty 
years? The sickening idea floated into his mind that the Princess would never love him. Never could. Jimmy 


was unlovable. He had never been loved before; this time would not be any different. Why should it be? 


Then of course, Jimmy jumped into his excuses, rationalizing every single one of his choices. He was being good. 


He was going to save Percy. Percy was alone and sad; there was no happiness in his life. Jimmy could change 


that-they could live together happily, a happily ever after like the stories read to him as a child. It could work 
It was a bumpy start, but the two of them could overcome it. The Wizard could make Percy love him. And 


love, thought Jimmy as he finally rose, started with warm pancakes to greet one when they awaken. 


wun 


To get the Princess and rightful ruler of Bron-Yr-Aur back safely, Maxwell and Jonesy had decided on what 
would need to be done. Mainly, three sacred items needed to be attained to appease a Wizard such as Jimmy 
Page, which included one guitar, one striped scarf, and one bottle of Jack Daniels. Maxwell was very confident in 
his findings, but Jonesy thought this was all ridiculously silly. He felt like he would need something more, so 
dangerous-like a pointed stick Our Hero voiced his concerns, to which the ever enthusiastic Maxwell answered, 


"No." He was incredulous. "Why would you think that?" 


Jonesy didn’t really enjoy arguing, and it surprised him because his friend didn't either, for the most part. "Well 
| just don't understand how a musical instrument, a piece of cloth, and an alcoholic drink is going to stop him 
from whatever dastardly deeds he has planned for the Princess." John Paul shivered, realizing that simply 
calling Jimmy by his name was unsettling. He had hardly an idea of Jimmy-what he looked like, and what in 
particular he did that made him so scary. Anyway, it was just a part of life around Bron-Yr-Aur that Jimmy 
Page was not someone to cross. Jonesy grew more and more apprehensive by the second as his thoughts 


raced. 


Maxwell noticed his best friend's discomfort. That was what most people considered the best quality in the 
youngest Edison child. There was a wonderful ability in his nature to empathize with others. He often knew 
what their feelings were just by looking at their faces-their eyes, or the smallest twitch in their lips. How 
steady or shaky their voice was, what they did with their hands. It all pointed to a certain emotion, and right 
now it was painfully obvious Jonesy was fearful. Maxwell placed his arm around the skinny Jonesy's shoulders 
and hugged him into his side. "Jonesy," he said, "what did you tell me earlier?" 


The musician thought back, becoming increasingly distracted by the loud snoring of John in the corner. "| don't 
know.." he trailed off, thinking of how badly he would miss that snoring, should he never return to Bron-Yr- 


Aur. How he would miss everything about the place-his home, his spoons. Maxwell. 


"You said it was going to be an adventure, right?" Maxwell squeezed tighter, moving his face closer to the 


distracted Jonesy's. 


"Yes, | did," said our Hero, who couldn't help but smile back as he watched his friend smile in his direction 
There was something undeniably adorable about him that everyone agreed on. He had the sweetest demeanor 
and the kindest, softest face. With him, one felt that everything would turn out exactly as it was meant to. 
John Paul felt safe around him, that nothing bad could happen. Except for Jimmy. 


"You also said that this was your destiny, yes?" Maxwell rested the side of his head against Jonesy's. He 
smelled like peppermint and soap-he breathed in Maxwell's scent, never wanting to forget it. "Didn't you?" he 


prodded. 


Our Hero replied, "I did" 


"Then why worry?" Maxwell pulled away, shifting slightly so he sat directly in front of Jonesy. He reached out 
and cradled Jonesy's face in his hands. "If its destiny-and | believe you, when you say that it is-than every 
little thing is going to be fine." He titted his head, shaggy brown hair falling across his eyes. "Am | not right?" 


Nodding, Jonesy reached up and took Maxwell's slender, small hands in his own, finally understanding the point 
he was trying to get across. It made sense, after all. Never had he been so sure of something in his life: the 
safety of Princess Percy was his responsibility, and no one else's. Whatever strange spirit possessed him to 
have such an idea was unknown, and Jonesy would never figure it out. Unexplainably, though, there it was- 
firmly planted in his heart and mind. After all those years of watching the Princess‘ castle from a distance, he 
would not only get to see him in the flesh, but to rescue him. He decided, "It's an honor, really. That's what it 


is. 
Maxwell squished the cheeks between his hands, shrugging. "Then don't worry, Jonesy. Thats all." 


Giggling like a silly schoolgirl with a crush, John Paul pulled away from his best friend ever. He all of a sudden 
felt extremely confident. It amazed him how quickly Maxwell was able to change his mind, with so little words. 
Maxwell knew what he was talking about, and if he said that Jonesy wouldn't need a pointed stick, then so be it. 
The two friends proceeded to each put an arm around the wobbly John and get him to his feet. He was 
grumbling and cursing at them as they began to lead him home where his one-eyed cat lived. Jonesy actually 
took his barely coherent complaints as a sign of affection He would miss the teddy bear-like John very, very 
much. More than he had ever imaged would be possible. 


Five 
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To put it simply, Kashmir was a scary place. No one, as far as Jonesy and Maxwell could tell, lived there 
anymore because Jimmy either ate them all or scared them somewhere else. There was not much left except 
the creepy house in the middle of nowhere that the Wizard resided. It was said that even the trees were so 
scared of Jimmy, that they too had withered away and died. That was what Maxwell said, anyway, and Jonesy 
believed him. There was no other choice. One could never be sure, though, until it was seen with their own 


eyes. 


A crudely made up map was given to our Hero, courtesy of John. It was nothing more than Bron-Yr-Aur, 
Pepperland, and lastly Kashmir in a row with a shaky line drawn through all three. A wobbly X was placed next 
to Kashmir. Trees and smiley faces were scribbled all over the so-called "map." In the bottom corner, John had 
signed his name like it was something to be proud of. It was hardly a help, but Jonesy's friend seemed so 
satisfied, how could he tell him it looked as if a three-year-old could have drawn it better? 


John slapped Jonesy on the back as he prepared for the first steps of his quest to save Princess Percy. He 
stumbled forward at the force of it. Sometimes he forgot how strong John could be. "Itll help you find yer 
way," he said, grinning childishly. 


| can see that," Jonesy said in all sincerity. "Its very lovely, John" He pushed some of his long hair behind his 
ear, feeling awfully awkward. Maxwell was starting at him with wide, watery eyes and his bottom lip trembled. 
He was unsure why his friend was so upset all of a sudden-he seemed perfectly fine earlier. He was supposed 
to be excited Our Hero said, "Maxwell, why are you so sad? You should be happy, like John over here." Jonesy 
gestured, and he was shocked to find that the always jubilant John was just as upset as Maxwell. Maybe even 


more So. 


"Ill miss you," Maxwell cried, voice cracking. His face paled so much Jonesy worried he would pass out then and 
there. "So much!" And before Jonesy could move, the agile and skinny man had leaped into the air as fast as 
lightening and had wrapped his arms tightly around Jonesy's neck. He instantly began shaking with sobs, the 
tears dripping down Jonesy's back and onto his shoulders. His breathing was erratic and wheezy as he gasped, 
trying to regain control of himself. It scared Jonesy, for he had never seen Maxwell express such emotions. He 
was taken off guard. 


"Maxwell?" Our Hero was not one who liked affection all that much, especially as aggressive as this. Maxwell's 
body was warm, too warm to be healthy. Was his friend sick or something? He tried to push Maxwell away, 
but he was a little monkey and would not let go for the world. Within seconds another pair of arms had 


wrapped themselves around both Jonesy and Maxwell-John. John, in all his cuddly glory, squished his two 
smaller friends as hard as he could without hurting them. His face pressed against Our Hero's; his mustache 
tickled the sensitive skin of Jonesy, and he couldn't help but giggle stupidly. John's breath reeked of liquor, and 


he knew he would miss the scent later on, as unwelcome as it was in the moment. 


"A Jonesy sandwich," said John, and all three of them found themselves laughing, albeit nervously. Jonesy 


believed this to be the last time he would ever laugh with his two close companions. 


wun 


Percy woke up after what felt like a typical yet an unusually long customary afternoon nap, only to find Jimmy 
the Wizard staring down at him creepily. Shrieking in terror, Percy yanked the scratchy blanket back over his 
head as memories of the previous day's events rapidly flooded his mind. "Good morning," Jimmy drawled, voice 
cutting through Percy's thoughts. He was seemingly unaware of Percy's fear. "I trust you had a good night's 
sleep." He appeared composed on the outside, but inside Jimmy was just as terrified-what if Percy didn't like 
the food he made him? He wasn't a chef; in fact, Jimmy hardly ever ate himself. He didn't need food the way 
regular people did. Nor did he need a lot of sleep. Or a lot of anything non-magical human beings needed, really. 
But that was about to change, once he and the Princess were wed. Jimmy was planning to adopt more human- 


like routines, so that he and his wife would have more in common It also may make him not as scary. 


Salty liquid filled the Princess’ wide, saucer-like eyes. This had to all be a nightmare. There was no way that he 
had been pulled from his miserable life in his blanket nest and now was millions of miles away from home in 
the care of a scary magical man.person. Percy was fairly sure he was a man, but with his face constantly 
obscured and his feminine, long hair, one could never be certain. Biting his lip, he struggled to keep the tears 


from sliding down his face, but he was scared. 


Jimmy sat the plate of pancakes topped with whipped cream and bacon down on the old little table that 
belonged to his mother next to the bed the Princess lay in. That was also his mother's. His entire home was 
hers, actually, but she had left a long time ago, leaving a little Jimmy alone. It had all belonged to him for 
years now, but it never made him happy. He had this home, but nothing else. He had no one anymore. He had 
become so accustomed to being alone, he hardly knew how to communicate with anyone at all. "| brought you 
something," he explained softly, purposely keeping his voice quiet. "You're probably very hungry." It had only 


been a few hours, but that could be a lot to someone as spoiled as Percy. 


The voice was muffled to Princess Percy's ears, but he believed his kidnapper mentioned the word hungry. 
Meaning only one thing: food was nearby. Still too afraid to fully reveal himself again, Percy settled for just 
barely peeking over the top of the blanket. He stared up at Jimmy, feeling hazy and sedated. His body ached 
heavily. His head was splitting open. He was freezing and yet sweating beneath the thick blanket. Turning his 
attention toward the sweet scent, Percy noticed the pancakes sitting next to him. A pile of four, fluffy 
flapjacks. How yummy. Looking again at Jimmy, the Princess wondered if they were okay, or if they were 


poisoned. He had every reason to believe so. Jimmy seemed to like hurting him. 


"Go on," said the Wizard, pushing the plate a little closer toward his bride-to-be. "| made them especially for 
you." Again, Jimmy attempted a friendly smile and again, it did nothing but frighten Percy so badly he found 


himself whimpering, back under the blankets. All of this was so confusing. What the hell was going on? 
"Why?" he asked weakly, his palm to his forehead. The damsel's skin was so feverish it singed at the touch. 
The kidnapper straightened and sighed, disappointed. "Why what?" 


Flinching, Percy answered, "Why am | here?" It took every ounce of self-control he possessed not to stammer 


whilst speaking to the Wizard who made pancakes. 


His voice was obviously a little hard to understand, underneath his security blanket. Jimmy admonished, "Percy, 
you really shouldn't mumble, because when you do, people can't understand a word you're saying.” A tssk 


sound came from Jimmy's lips as he face-palmed, thoroughly unimpressed. 


This also alarmed Princess Percy. It was almost as if Jimmy was incapable of treating him like an adult. To him, 
he was just a silly little kid who needed blankets and pancakes and advice on how to talk. He was a full-grown 
man, thank you very much! A man who wore dresses and daisy chains, but a man nonetheless. He deserved to 
be treated as such. Percy desperately wanted to express his opinion, but he remembered what occurred the 
last time he spoke up. And speaking of dresses, the one he was currently wearing was rather itchy. He had 
been laying in it far too long. Still, he was not about to complain to the one who held his well-being in his 


hands, small and pale as they were. 
"Hmm?" Jimmy prodded. 


The top of his head revealed itself from under the covers. His hair was so incredibly curly; Jimmy couldn't 
wait until they cuddled and he could bury his nose in those luscious locks. "Tell me why I'm here," said Percy 


louder, making sure to emphasize and articulate the words. 


It was at that moment Jimmy realized he had not even told the poor Princess why his presence was needed. 
He knew the moment would have to come where he proposed and all, but he hasn't expected it to be so soon. 
It was happening right now, and abruptly the Wizard felt a wave of nausea come over him. The reaction he had 
been anticipating from the bride was not a good one. He mentally prepared himself for the tears or the 


tantrum or whatever his reaction would entail. He said, "Percy, will you please sit up so | can see you?" 


To Jimmy's surprise, he did as he was told, apparently afraid of the consequences should he disobey. This was 
good, believed the Wizard. A good start. Dramatically, Jimmy fell to his knees, pretending he didn't see Percy 
clench up in fear at the sudden movement, and seemingly pulled something out of thin air. He was magical, 
after all. Percy's ring. Clearing his throat loudly, Jimmy's hand shook as badly as his captive's as he held the 
ring up for the Princess to inspect. He began slowly, smoothly (as he had practiced for this moment much), 


"Princess Percy..will you marry me?" 
Percy blinked. 


Jimmy blinked. 


Percy asked after a deep breath, "What?" He titled his head to the side in an adorable way Jimmy loved. "Beg 


pardon." 


"Marry me," he repeated, a little more firmly-confident-this time. He held the ring up higher, and Percy 
expectedly drew back. 


Now Percy cleared his throat, more uncomfortable than afraid. Flipping his long blonde hair over his shoulder, 
he observed, "This is sudden" His brow knitted together in confusion It was hard to keep this professional. 
"Very unpredicted" He began to fiddle with the corner of the blanket draped across his body. 


Panicked, Jimmy quickly leaped onto the bed next to the Princess, paying no mind to the terrified squeak he 
emitted at the action. There was hope still. Percy had not outright refused, not yet. Forcing him was honestly 
the last thing the Wizard wanted to do, as mentioned. "Please," he practically begged, shoving the ring further 
into the Princess’ face. Maybe if he knew what it looked like, he would change his mind. Percy was fancy. 
Jimmy could be fancy, if he really tried. And oh God, was he trying. "Just take a look at what | got you." He 
crawled across the bed on his knees, his aching arm reaching out with the engagement ring that he had 


especially made just for Princess Percy. 


"Eek! Stop!" The words were slurred gruffly from Percy's throat. The damsel in distress pushed himself away 
from the Wizard as far as possible, until his back hit the wall, his breath coming out in quick pants, as if he 
had just run a long distance and was unable to breathe properly. All of this-Jimmy's absolutely desperate, 
hungry eyes-sent a new, fresh fear coursing through his veins. He held his palms out in front of him, as if 
Jimmy were about to pounce on him. "Please leave me alone!" he murmured as he brought his knees up to his 
chin with much trouble. His body felt like wood. When Jimmy was too stunned-too hurt-to move, Percy yelped, 


"Pleasel?" 


Jimmy could hear his heart breaking in his ears. In a puff of deep black, glittery smoke, the evil Wizard of 
Kashmir did just as Percy requested. 


woun 


Jonesy was scared. And he was cold. And it recently started snowing. He had been walking literally all through 
the night, and the sun was beginning to rise in the distance. Shouldn't he have made further progress by now? 
He couldn't have been that slow. Above all, most terrifyingly, Jonesy was lost. Hopelessly lost. He knew Kashmir 
lay beyond Pepperland, which was a peaceful place that was barely a day's walk away. How could this have 
happened? Maybe John's map could be more helpful than he anticipated, thought Jonesy with a reluctant smile. 
Things were certainly not looking good for the rescuer of Princess Percy. Getting there was only half the 
battle. Where on Earth would he find a bottle of whiskey, a scarf and a guitar? Jonesy was a worrier, always 
had been. He considered it to be a curse of the worst kind He could not even focus on the task at hand 


because he was so damn worried about what the future held. 


No. That was wrong thinking. Jonesy did not have the luxury of reasoning so realistically. The Princess needed 
him more than ever and he simply could not give in so easily. The quest had only just begun! With renewed 


vigor, Jonesy took a deep breath and trekked onward, further through the snowy acres of Bron-Yr-Aur. 


If he never came back here (which he was determined he would) he would miss the lemon trees the most. 
Besides the people, of course. You would think someone constantly surrounded by lemons would grow very tired 
of them, but these lemons were different. They were special, golden lemons. Only the best in all of the world, 
according to Princess Percy. They tasted amazing, even better than they looked. Jonesy had at least five trees 
in the area of his home and looked forward to picking a lemon for breakfast each day. Not only this, but they 
looked beautiful at times like these-under the snow, against the purple and orange sky. It was a scene he never 


wanted to forget. 


More than the beautiful landscape of Bron-Yr-Aur, John Paul Jones was going to miss the residents. Though 
he preferred his privacy, there was certain people he enjoyed seeing once in a while, including a sweet little old 
lady, a father with identical twin boys, and the married couple who took daily strolls in the park, arm-in-arm. 
People, in small doses, made him happy. He would miss John, his friend. His confidant and drinking buddy. Despite 
his perpetual drunken stupor, he was a wonderfully kind man who had a great sense of humor and a fantastic 
mustache. John would have done anything for him. Anytime he needed help, John would be right there with 
open arms. If it were not his destiny and his alone to save the Princess, John would be trailing right behind 
him as we speak, bottle of vodka in hand. 


And Maxwell. 


Oh his dear Maxwell! Maxwell meant the whole world to him. The center of his universe. With his adorable 
caterpillar-like eyebrows, his silly smile he got when he was right about something, and the way he loved 
books, learning, so much. Maybe even more than he loved Jonesy, through our Hero doubted with another grin 


that Maxwell could love even one thing more than him. 


All this thinking made Jonesy more resolved than before to save the Princess and make it home, escaping 
Jimmy the Wizard's wrath. To sleep in his bed, to pick up his guitar, to hug Maxwell once more. So wrapped up 
in his thoughts, Jonesy failed to notice the large field of strawberries not far in the distance, nor the pair of 
lost, wide eyes that watched him as he approached. 


Six 
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It was not an especially pretty ring, Jimmy knew this. It wasn't the point, to have it extremely pretty. He knew 
Princess Percy was awfully fond of expensive, gorgeous things, but if he was going to make changes to have 
this marriage work, then Percy would have to do likewise. That's what marriage was all about. Working in 
harmony, making compromises. Jimmy was going to sleep on a "normal" schedule and Percy would have to put 
up with living less lavishly. It would work. It had to. When he seen the changes Jimmy was willing to make, he 


would definitely fall in love with him. 


The ring was white gold. In the center was an intricately shaped feather: the emblem of a writer, taken from 
an ancient civilization Jimmy had found a recent fascination in. The Wizard didn't know much about writing, and 
he was unsure if Percy did either. The only writing he did was jotting down the spells he tended to forget. This 
was what he liked to think, however: his and Percy's journey was going to be a fairytale, a story. Just like the 
ones his mother used to read when he was sick as a child She would tuck him into bed, blankets pulled up to 
his chin, and read until he felt better or he fell asleep. Jimmy liked to think that his marriage to Percy was 
going to be a new chapter in his life, as it were. The one he was currently living had lasted far too long and he 


could not stand it much longer. 


His thoughts continually drifted to the fact that he had hurt Percy again. Percy seemed much more scared 
than their last confrontation. The Princess was quaking, and he would never forget his eyes. Jimmy had never 
witnessed such terrified eyes. Not even from those who knew they were about to become scarves. Jimmy 
didn't mean to scare him, and he hadn't physically hurt him. Only the one time, and he promised himself-swore 
on his mother's grave-that it would never happen again. He would kill himself before he purposely hurt 
Princess Percy. He couldn't believe what he had done. The Wizard never hated anyone as much as he hated 
himself. 


And, with these final thoughts of self-hatred, Jimmy decided to take a nap. He hadn't slept in about eleven 
days, and now seemed like the best time. Percy obviously didn't want to see him for awhile. He would return 
when he woke up-maybe he would dream up a better way to propose. He would come across less desperate, 


even though he was. 
At that moment, a loud thump was heard above Jimmy's head, followed by something shattering on the floor- 
from where Percy was staying for the time-being. In a flash of almost maternal panic, the Wizard poofed up 


into Percy's room. 


Horrified, Jimmy then found himself staring down at Percy's eerily still form lying on the floor. He was bleeding 


profusely. His eyes were closed while his arms lay motionless at his sides. Jimmy felt fear that he had never 
before experienced in that moment. It was his responsibility to take care of the Princess, and he had allowed 


this to happen. Quickly, he crouched down at Percy's side as his eyes glazed over his seemingly lifeless form. 


Percy's long, curly blonde hair was matted with blood, his head surrounded by a pool of the dark substance. 
Slowly and somewhat hesitantly, Jimmy reached out his hand to assess the damage on the back of his head, 
lifting it from the floor and ever so gently feeling along the back of it. His fingers instantly became slick with 
the thick substance. 


In response, Percy's long, black lashes began to flutter against his pasty cheeks. Jimmy, heart pounding, 
watched as his eyes opened and then began to fill with water. A small, scared moan of pain ebbed from the 
back of his throat while his eyes gradually began to open wider, his face contorted in pain 


Trying not to have a complete and utter meltdown, Jimmy placed both of his palms onto the floor on either 
side of the Damsel's head and lowered his face down over his. As he struggled to open his eyes, his lashes 

fluttering wildly against his cheeks, Jimmy carefully studied Percy's eyes, frowning when he noticed that the 
black surrounding Percy's irises was abnormally large. Jimmy was by no means a skilled doctor, but he knew 


that was not a good sign. 


Percy's eyes were now wide open and were rolling around in their sockets, blindly searching the room around 
him, looking for anything steady that his eyes could hold onto. The Wizard could only assume that he was 
disoriented and dizzy, his eyelashes continuing to flutter helplessly, as if the room was somehow much too 


bright despite there being hardly any light at all. 


As if suddenly noticing that his kidnapper was leaning over him, Percy's eyes widened immensely, and with a 
small, raspy moan, he made a weak attempt to twist his body away from him. He couldn't even lift his limbs 


off the floor. 


He's still scared of me, Jimmy realized with a twinge of sadness. Thinking that he would try to hurt him, Percy 
immediately panicked, his eyes brimming with tears as he openly began to cry, half from fear that Jimmy the 
Wizard would harm him, and half from the pain that was beginning to explode in his head. 


Jimmy realized straight away that he needed to get him off the floor. The initial shock was diminishing and the 
survival instinct kicked in He was aware the pain was only going to get worse from here on out. Hesitating for 
only a moment, Jimmy slipped his arm underneath the small of Percy's back and wrapped it around his waist. 
Just like their first meeting, even if Percy was asleep that time. The blood dripped onto the floor from the 
sudden movement, causing Percy to whimper in fright. Jimmy hushed him and placed his other hand at the 
back of Percy's head, supporting it as he slowly lifted him off the ground as he himself rose to his feet, 


holding the Princess sideways in his arms. 


Another pained whine was torn from the Princess’ throat, and he arched his back in pain as he was lifted off 
the floor, both of his hands subconsciously flying to grasp the back of his head in an effort to subdue the 
throbbing pain. 


“Shhh...” Jimmy whispered soothingly. "I've got you." This all felt so surreal; he had not cared for someone 
other than himself for a very long time. He couldn't remember the last time he held someone who was 
hurting, not since his mother. His gaze fell to the stone floor in front of him, noticing that there were 
numerous sharp objects lying in the sticky pool of blood. Looking closer, he saw that they were pieces of glass 
from one of the windows, the one above the bed. He looked up and seen that with something, perhaps one of 
his books lying on the table, Percy had smashed it, most likely in an attempt to escape. Jimmy sighed, wishing 
he had told the Princess that the door was unlocked. 


The Princess abruptly let out another cry of pain as fresh tears spilled from his eyes. His fingers curled 
around the Wizard's own that were holding the back of his head up. A warm, fuzzy feeling coiled at the 
bottom of Jimmy's stomach, and he would be lying if he said it didn't feel good. Deciding on what he should do, 


Jimmy turned on his heel and went from Percy's room, blood dripping onto the floor as he moved. 


wun 


Herein lies a brief history of the one known as The Nowhere Man: 


The Nowhere Man had been lost in the Strawberry Fields for so long he could not remember his name 
anymore. He had been lost and wandering since childhood, but it's not like he was able to remember how long 
ago that would have been He spent the long days completely alone, save for the company of strawberries and 
those who occasionally passed by. The Nowhere Man was not necessarily shy, but he really didn't enjoy 
speaking with others. He didn't know how, really, due to lack of practice. He had tried before, numerous times, 
but no one had ever spoke to him more than a minute, let alone try to help him find the way out. Eventually 
The Nowhere Man gave up on people and accepted his fate that he was to be lost in Strawberry Fields 


Forever. 


There was something different about this passerby, however. The Nowhere Man couldn't quite explain just 
what it was. He had never, in all his years of watching, seen someone carry themselves with such purpose. 
This person had somewhere to go! And if it were so obvious that he was in a hurry, he must have also had a 


destination. And maybe, just maybe, he would take The Nowhere Man with him. 


Not wanting to scare the stranger away by jumping seemingly out of thin air, The Nowhere Man slowly 
approached the person walking towards him. Upon closer inspection, he seen that the man was young, with an 
incredibly soft face. His hair was a light brown and rather long, to The Nowhere Man anyway. His steps were 
long, striding, fast-paced, and when he looked closer, a little wobbly. He was tired. The passerby didn't look 
threatening, so The Nowhere Man made a quick decision to go ahead and say hello. There was nothing to lose. 
Taking a deep breath, he took a step out from behind the large bushel of strawberries he had been hiding 
behind, so he was in full view. The Nowhere Man straightened up as tall as he could (he was on the short side) 


and held his left arm up. He waved fiercely from side to side in the gesture of a wave. 


To his chagrin, the individual with the kind face stopped dead in his tracks, as if he had just ran into an 


invisible brick wall. The Nowhere Man waved again, this time raising his right arm, and luckily the stranger 


waved back. It was hardly what anyone would consider an actual wave; the stranger barely lifted their hand 


and only wiggled their fingers slightly. But to The Nowhere Man, that was enough. 


Our Hero and The Nowhere Man continued to awkwardly walk amongst the strawberries towards each other 
until they finally met up in the middle. The Nowhere Man straight away got up close and personal, apparently 
unaware of the passerby's nervous nature. He leaned in very close; not too close, mind you, but enough to 
make Jonesy obviously uncomfortable. Of course, The Nowhere Man had no way of knowing he was being 


creepy. He hadn't been this close to another human being in months. 


Jonesy concluded there was nothing scary about the odd individual(just a little different), so he went ahead and 
asked, "Who are you?" 


The Nowhere Man leaned back, finally. No one had asked him who he was before. How was he to answer? He 


decided on, with a shrug of his shoulders, "I'm a Nowhere Man" After a brief pause, he added, "Who are you?" 


The beginnings of formed on the stranger's face. He said proudly, puffing his chest out slightly, "I'm John Paul 


Jones. l'm on a quest." He nodded more to himself than The Nowhere Man-like he was reassuring himself. 


The Nowhere Man nodded as well, thoroughly impressed. "A quest?" he asked, tilting his head to the side in a 


curious manner. This had very much caught his attention. "Of what kind?" 


A huge grin broke across Jonesy's face. He looked dramatically into the distance, and with love-filled eyes 


replied, "To save a Princess." 


Seven 


Author's Notes: 
My first multi-chaptered story!~ | am very nervous.. Hopefully you will all be able to know who is who ^. It\'s 
very silly so don\'t take it too too seriously. Okbye have a great day~ 


"Where are you from?" asked The Nowhere Man 


It wasn't appropriate to say our Hero was particularly afraid of the new character, but he was most certainly 
cautious. The Nowhere Man was smaller and a little chubby, in a marshmallow sort of way. It reminded Jonesy 
of John, back at home. He had a long nose, a hat, and a lovely smile, on the occasion he chose to do so. He 
didn't like smiling. Jonesy had only known him but fifteen minutes, however, so he couldn't be too sure about 
any of his assumptions. The Nowhere Man also had no concept of personal space whatsoever. Whenever he 


spoke, he would lean in so close that his incredibly long, messy hair ticked Jonesy's face. 


He pointed in the general direction of where he came from. Now that he had a meaning to live, Jonesy found 


such mundane matters quite trivial in the grand scheme of things. "That way," he said. 
The Nowhere Man's eyes grew comically wide. "What's that way?" 
"Bron-Yr-Aur. Where lim from." 


It was not an easy name to pronounce-after a couple failed attempts, The Nowhere Man gave up, with a guilty 


shrug of his shoulders. He questioned with the curiosity of a child, "What's it like there?" 


This inquiry caught Jonesy off-guard. He had never before had to explain his hometown to someone who had 
never heard of it. It's not like he had ever left before. There was so much to say! Where would he even begin? 


"Well." 


"Yes?" The Nowhere Man scooted closer, if that were possible. He was definitely invading Jonesy's personal 
space bubble. 


"Well," continued Jonesy, backing away, "Bron-Yr-Aur is beautiful. And the people living there are even more 
beautiful," he said, thinking of Maxwell and John and all the other lovely residents. All the others whom he 
wished he had spoken to more while he had the chance. He scratched his chin, thinking. "We have lemons-" 


"What's lemons?" said The Nowhere Man as he raised his eyebrows. 


Jonesy didn't realize how much fun it could be explaining Bron-Yr-Aur to someone. An enthusiasm built up 


inside him and he had the urge to tell The Nowhere Man everything. He reached over and picked a strawberry. 


Holding it out towards his new friend, our Hero explained, "They're a little bigger than this, and they're bright 
yellow. Like the sun" He glanced upwards and was a little disappointed, albeit not surprised, that the sun was 


hidden behind the wintry clouds. 


"Like the sun." The Nowhere Man echoed. He pointed at the far-away star and shook his finger. "Lemons are 
not that bright, are they?" 


"Oh, no," giggled Jonesy. "And they taste absolutely wonderful. They are lovely." He patted his pockets, and then 
frowned. "| wish | had brought some with me.." Inwardly, he cursed himself. Usually he would not have been so 
thoughtless. He was always the prepared sort. Under the circumstances, though, Jonesy was able to forgive 
himself-this time. Lemons would not be useful against Jimmy the Wizard. John and especially Maxwell had 
always told him not to be so hard on himself, anyway. Now that Jonesy was living for someone other than 


himself, he was beginning to find this to be easier. 


"Tell me about the Princess, then!" said The Nowhere Man. He took off his hat, which had a small white 
feather sticking out of it, and sat it is his lap. His mop of hair tumbled down his shoulders and down over his 
eyes. Immediately, he brushed the stray stands out of his sight as if it were something he did regularly, and 


gaped eagerly over at our Hero. "You said you were on a quest, or something of the like." 


Now John Paul Jones found himself in a very uncomfortable position. Like perhaps he had said too much, and 
now he had backed himself into a corner with no way out. Was this something others save for he, Maxwell and 
John were supposed to know of? If someone else knew, would it affect anything in the future? He gulped, 


looking over at The Nowhere Man once more. He forced the words out. "I couldn't, | must be on my way-" 


"Wait!" The Nowhere Man reached out instantly and grabbed hold of Jonesy's arm. He squeezed much harder 
than necessary, but Jonesy doubted that he knew his own strength, and was not purposely hurting him. "l 
haven't spoken to someone for so long | can't even remember." An incredibly deep sadness filled his eyes, and 
Jonesy could see years and years of loneliness swimming in those brown orbs. "Just.stay a little while longer?" 
The grip on Jonesy's arm loosed with each word, until it fell, defeated, back to The Nowhere Man's side. "A 
little?" 


There really was nothing unnerving about him-The Nowhere Man was more of a child than a mon, in terms of 
mentality-so Jonesy seriously doubted talking about his quest could hurt anything, involving the fate of 
Princess Percy or not. He wished he had asked Maxwell. Maybe he would have known. The Nowhere Man was 
close to tears by this point, and that is when our Hero made up his mind. The sight of someone crying 


positively made him ill with empathy. "I'll stay," said Jonesy, "Ill stay. I'll tell you about Princess Percy." 


The Nowhere Man beamed, and listened intently as Jonesy began the short yet detailed story of his quest to 


save the Princess of Bron-Yr-Aur thus far. 


wun 


Jimmy carried Percy all the way across the house and to his own room. The Wizard spent much time in the 


large, dusty place, much time alone. It made him uncomfortable leading someone into something so personal, 
but he could not leave Percy where he was, even if he was not by himself. He toted the Princess over to his 
hardly used bed while he sobbed loudly in Jimmy's arms, his face contorted in a painful grimace. It hurt him to 
see his bride-to-be in pain. It was a little ridiculous, admittedly-him carrying a grown man around like a child- 


but was there anything he would not do for his true love? 


Jimmy bent down and carefully laid Percy onto his big fluffy bed, slipping his arm out from underneath his 
back as he went to straighten himself upright. But before he could, Percy suddenly let out a sharp cry as 
both of his hands shot out to grasp the front of his cloak, preventing him from standing up straight. 


Immediately, Jimmy the Wizard bent down lower and dropped his face directly above Princes Percy's, staring 
into his eyes sympathetically. "What do you need?" he asked quietly, so as not to frighten him. He had learned 


his lesson. 


Percy swallowed and squeezed his eyes shut momentarily, only to reopen them a second later as more heavy 
tears spilled down his flushed cheeks. He gripped onto Jimmy's clothing even tighter, his knuckles turning white 
from the effort and his palms slick with sweat and sticky with blood. "It hurts," he whispered weakly, the back 
of his skull throbbing painfully. "Please don't go," he begged. "Please." 


Surprising himself with his apparent knowledge of the subject matter, Jimmy slipped his arm underneath the 
Princess’ back once more and placed his hand at the back of his head. Lifting him up off the bed and then 
turning around to seat himself down on it, he was now holding the Damsel in his arms. Making sure he was 
comfortable, he then began to gently run his fingers through his tangled hair, as cautiously as he could. The 
action sent pain shooting to the back of Percy's skull and he sobbed loudly, coughing and choking through his 
tears. The Wizard hushed Percy gently and continued to thread his fingers through the matted hair, his 
fingertips already coated with red. The blood was drying, however, meaning the bleeding had stopped. This did 
not mean it would hurt any less, and Jimmy knew this. He was not a healer-there wasn't any way he could 


cast a spell on Percy and make everything better. 


Jimmy adjusted himself slightly, and Percy whimpered in pain at the shift in position and attempted to turn his 
head sideways, trying to bury his face in Jimmy's stomach. He stiffened at the action, unaccustomed to having 
someone so intimately close to him. Holding Princess Percy in his arms-it just didn’t feel normal. Yet it felt 
good because he wasn't fighting him. He wasn't pushing him away or screaming for help or crying or pleading 


to not be turned into a scarf. Jimmy felt needed, 


Percy's cries of agony pulled him out of his thoughts, and the Wizard couldn't help but be somewhat intrigued 
by the way his wet lashes would stick to his cheeks whenever he blinked. Before he even knew what he was 
doing, he draped his arm over Percy's waist and squeezed him gently. "Sh sh shhh," he whispered gently to 
trying to calm him down 


At the sudden sound of his voice, Percy's eyes instantly darted up to Jimmy's and his crying softened, if only 
a little. He could hardly see the Wizard through his blurry vision and he brushed his tears away with the back 
of his hand, his other hand still clutching onto Jimmy's clothes. His face streaked with tears, Percy crinkled his 


nose and sniffled, blinking. It was childish, the way he was handling this, but Jimmy was not upset or disgusted 
by it. It was strangely endearing. 


‘Im here," Jimmy said absent-mindedly, holding back a chuckle because but not an hour ago these words would 


have not comforted Percy-it would have been the exact opposite response. "I've got you." 
"0-okay," came the shaky reply. "Stay." 


"lIl stay." Reluctantly, Jimmy tore his eyes away from the gorgeous man laying in his lap and stared out the 
window. The sky was grey and unhappy. At least it had stopped snowing. He idly continued to stroke Percy's 
curls, his long fingers eventually moving across the Princess’ forehead and to his cheeks, which were warm 
and slightly wet. His thumbs massaged behind Percy's ears, which caused him to let out a content sigh. He was 
like a puppy. Meanwhile, Jimmy was lost in the moment. Who would have thought this would be their first 


bonding experience? Not that he was complaining. 


Soon enough, Jimmy came to realize that Percy's crying had gradually subsided, and as he looked down at the 
Princess, he was surprised to find that he was staring up at him intently, as if suddenly just realizing whose 
arms he was cuddled in. But when Jimmy's gaze met Percy's, he blushed deeply as he turned his head, burying 
his face in the crook of the Wizard's arm. It greatly amused him that the Princess was being so shy. No one 
had ever acted shy around him. Nervous and afraid, but not timid and shy. The concept was something he 


found positively unexplainable. 


Once he had recovered from his small moment of embarrassment, Percy turned his head back around to look 
up at Jimmy, disappointed to find that he was no longer paying attention to him. He tugged lightly on his cape 

that he was still clutching, attempting to get his attention once more. Jimmy immediately looked down at him 

as Percy looked back, both of their gazes unwavering. Neither blinked. 


Then Percy swallowed thickly, suddenly finding that his throat felt dry and scratchy, like he were catching cold. 
He opened his lips to speak but found no sound would come out. The Wizard looked at him expectantly and he 
let out a cough that racked his body. Jimmy knew the appropriate this to do, and patted his back gently. Finally 
Percy choked out, "I'm tired." 


‘lm tired too," he said, although he was not. Yes, his mind was exhausted, but not his body. That never 
happened, really. Nevertheless, Jimmy proceeded to maneuver the injured Princess very cautiously until he lay 
tucked under the unused and somewhat dusty blankets of the Wizard's bed. A few moments later, after Percy 


was comfortable, he ventured nervously, "Isn't this y-your bed?" 


"Yes," said Jimmy as he curled up next to Percy. He didn't want him to be scared, or feel guilty. Apparently, it 
was normal for humans to cuddle when one was not well. It seemed like the Princess was about to reply to 
this information, but he was shocked into silence as he felt Jimmy slowly wrap his arms around him, pulling 
him close. Surprised, Percy could not hold back a frightened whine, wondering what on Earth the Wizard was 
going to do with him. The pain in his head was nothing compared to his fear. Too scared and too weak to fight, 


Percy merely stiffened up and continued whimpering in Jimmy's grasp. 


"Did | hurt you?" Jimmy asked concernedly, loosening his hold on the Princess. He didn't mean to squeeze that 
hard. Sometimes he didn't know his own strength. 


Taken aback by the gentleness of his actions, Percy quickly realized Jimmy the Wizard truly did not mean him 
harm. At least, not at the moment. As much as he didn't want to believe it, the two of them had bonded, in a 
very weird way. Completely unable to fend for himself after making his horribly idiotic mistake, Percy was 
completely at Jimmy's mercy and he had done nothing but be kind. Realizing how helpless he actually was 
through the fogginess of his brain, Percy did what he believed was the smartest thing in such a perilous 
situation-he cuddled Jimmy as well, pushing his back into the Wizard's chest. 


Jimmy was startled, but in the oddest way this somehow felt..right. As if it were always meant to be this 
way. Not wanting to over-think anything or question anything as he was accustomed to doing, Jimmy decided 
on simply enjoying the moment, taking in the warmth of his bride-to-be. Gently, he once again began to run his 
fingers though Percy's golden luscious locks, and like a kitten, he snuggled up into the touch. And so the Wizard 
and the Princess drifted off to sleep cuddled close for what felt like a long time. Legs intertwined, skulls 
touching. 


Eight 
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The light was blindingly bright and hurt Percy's eyes. There was something warm and soft next to him, and 
instinctively he grabbed onto it and snuggled, thinking it was one of his stuffed animals. He yawned, prepared to 


go back to sleep, when a voice above him said evenly, "Good morning.’ 
"Wha?! Where?" Percy twisted his sleepy body around-and found himself face-to-face with Jimmy the Wizard. 
Jimmy smiled at him wearily, noticing his apprehension. "You're safe." 


It was not the fact he had slept with Jimmy, (in the most innocent of ways, hopefully) but this was the first 
time he had seen the Wizard without the hood covering the majority of his face. His face was just there, out 
in the open, totally exposed to Percy's sight. He previously thought that if he ever fully looked upon the face 
of the scary and magical Jimmy, he would perish into nothingness on the spot. Instead, he felt a warm tingly 

sensation in his tummy. Relief? Because Jimmy looked just like anyone else. Yes, he was a little more pale than 
the average resident of Bron-Yr-Aur that the Princess was accustomed to, but that was about it. His eyes 

were a normal green color, and he had a-dare Percy say it-cute nose. "I'm okay?" was all he managed to ask, 


dumbly. 


"Yes." Jimmy smiled, and it was the most amazing smile the damsel had ever had the pleasure of witnessing. It 
wasn't that amazing in reality, but never having seen a genuine smile from his kidnapper, it sure felt like it was 


especially beautiful. 


Percy blinked hard, suddenly becoming aware of the dull ache in the back of his skull. "My head hurts," he 


muttered, more to himself. 


"I know," Jimmy replied He touched the back of his head, where Percy had cut it. This was also the first time 
the Princess got a good look at the Wizard's hair. It was almost as long as his-black as coal, stringy, and 
generally unattractive. "That's because you hurt it” 


"How?" Percy questioned, wracking his brain, trying to recall how he could have possibly found himself in this 


situation. 


"You cut it," came the answer, to the point yet not necessarily uncaring. "It's healing, though. It wasn't very 


deep." 


"Oh" The memories flooded back to Percy sickeningly fast. He had had an all-out panic attack and in a 
desperate attempt to escape, he had smashed one of the small, round windows and was prepared to jump out. 
Obviously something along the way went amiss, and here he was. "I remember." He went to turn back to his 
original position, to ease the pain, only to find Jimmy had his arms wrapped tightly around his torso. And to his 
shame, he could not say that it didn't feel good. But of course he couldn't give Jimmy the wrong impression. 
"Can you let me go?" he asked slowly, still cautious. 


Jimmy did so immediately. He said, "Are you hungry at all? | could make some..pancakes?" Then he cringed. He 


didn't know if he would be able to even look at a pancake ever again, after the day's events. 


Despite the relatively low amount of trust Percy now had placed in Jimmy, ingesting something that he made 
in a kitchen was still something he would rather not do. He answered, "I'm not hungry." Conveniently, at that 
exact moment, an audible rumbling could be heard throughout the room. Percy's stomach was complaining. The 
thought hadn't previously occurred to him, but he was hungry. He had not eaten in a long time. Nervous, he 
began to shake, hoping that Jimmy did not hear it. 


The hurt look that came across the Wizard's face let Percy know his bodily functions had failed him. That soon 
changed, however. Slowly, deliberately, Jimmy removed his arms from the quaking Percy and leaned on his 
elbow, head resting in his hand. Jimmy looked him straight on. That glint-the one Percy did not want to become 
familiar with-was back, shining in Jimmy's eyes. "You're still afraid of me." It was a statement, not a question, 


but Percy felt the need to answer anyway. 


He flipped some of his blonde hair behind his shoulder, in a way that would seem stuck-up had someone not 
known better. He didn't want to upset Jimmy further by turning his back on him, although he wanted to badly. 


He said, "| am not." 
"Don't lie." 


"| never lie," said Percy defensively, fiddling with the corner of his dress. He needed a new one, before the one 


he was wearing began to smell. 


"| know when you're lying. It's not a difficult thing to decipher, Princess," said Jimmy with, quite frankly, creepy 
emphasis on the last syllable of Princess. He was growing very annoyed very quickly. A tense silence followed, 
and the frightened Damsel squeaked in fear, preparing to roll out of the bed and make a mad run for it. 
Roughly, Jimmy grabbed a hold of one of Percy's skinny wrists and waved his hand around. "You're shaking," he 
snarled. "| can hear your heart from here. Your eyes.." here his voice trailed off as he mercifully let go of the 
petrified Princess’ wrist and raised his hand to Percy's face. Percy gasped, expecting to be hit, but instead 
Jimmy merely tapped the pale skin next to his right eye with his finger, softly. "They're so wide and glossy | 
can see myself in them," he observed, not sounding as scary anymore. In fact, he sounded fascinated, as if he 


was just realizing this was something that happened when someone was scared. 


Percy had literally forgotten how to breathe, and was beginning to turn blue. For a brief while he thought 
maybe he would get out of this peacefully, that maybe Jimmy was not all that bad, but now he knew he had 


to fight his way out, or he would never see Bron-Yr-Aur again. His friends, whose names he could not 
remember. They needed him. Without thinking, he bolted upright but before he could do anything more, Jimmy 
had grabbed a fistful of his curly locks and yanked him backwards. With strength he didn't know he possessed, 
the once defenceless Princess smacked the Wizard's hand away. Not this time. Nothing-especially Jimmy the 
Wizard-was going to stop him. 


The situation spiraled out of control with terrifying rapidity. 


Blindly, Percy then took off running, across the creaky floor of Jimmy's creepy old room and straight out the 
open door. He wanted to stop and look around, to see where he was going, but that would be impossible. He was 
so intent on his escape he had no time to slow down for even a moment, as the Wizard was right on his heels. 
Not to mention his felt like it was literally about to fall off. Percy had only made it a few feet down the long 
and dark hallway when he felt something warm and strong wrap around his ankle. This was something straight 
out of his worst nightmares. Lost, alone, and scared in an evil Wizard's creepy house with some monster 
latching onto him-about to pull him into the deep and dark depths of Hell. He believed it to be a tentacled 
monster of some sort, but when he heard Jimmy's voice behind him, calling his name breathlessly, he knew it 
was merely the Wizard's hand. Jimmy yanked, and Percy found himself helplessly sailing through the air, landing 
hard flat on his face. The wind was knocked out of him, and with an indignant, "Stop it!" He stuck his hand out 


and grabbed the first thing he could reach- ironically, some of Jimmy's hair. 


"Stop it!" Jimmy echoed, painfully falling to his knees next to the flailing Percy. He grasped the Damsel's hair 
again and pulled as hard as he could. With the adrenaline running though him, the Princess didn't even feel any 
pain-it just motivated him to pull that much harder on his attacker's locks. 


So there they were, two fully grown adult men wrestling on the ground over nothing in particular, pulling each 
other's hair like young quarreling siblings. Unintentionally, Percy began to giggle, perhaps to let Jimmy know he 
was okay. Maybe it was because he actually found this funny. Either way, it was going to end differently this 


time. He wouldn't let go. He wouldn't let Jimmy Page win. 


Percy laughed louder and saw the softening of Jimmy's eyes around the edges, how he was trying not to 
laugh. The ghost of a fleeting grin. But his bravado crumbled in seconds-as soon as he softened his eyes, the 
whole thing collapsed. Percy could just see him smacking his forehead, realizing how utterly ridiculous this 
whole scenario was. Jimmy let go of the Princess’ hair and sprawled back on the floor in convulsions of 
laughter. Percy plopped down to next to him and laughed, too. They could not stop. Percy wasn't exactly sure 
what they were laughing about-he was just glad they were doing it together. He did not even find himself 
scared of Jimmy's cackling in the slightest. 


When his ribs began to ache and his head began to swim worse than before, the Princess drunkenly rose and 
held his hand out to assist Jimmy, who was still trembling with laughter on the floor. Seeing the Wizard in this 
state made Percy wonder how he could ever have seemed evil. "I'm dizzy," said Jimmy as he clasped Percy's 


hand without a second thought. 


‘I'm sorry," Percy blurted out. 


"So am |. | apologize." Jimmy's shoulders shook with the effort it took not to continue laughing. He looked down 
at his fiancé's torn dress, which had somehow gotten ripped during the battle. He raised his hand and rubbed 
the sore spot on his scalp where Percy had most likely yanked some patches of hair out. Normally he would 

be cross, but he honestly couldn't have cared less. "Would you like a new dress?" he asked politely, gesturing 

to Percy's clothing. 


Never had those words sounded ricer to the Princess or Bron-Yr-Aur. "And waffles." 
"And waffles." 


Percy nodded excitedly, and then, still high on the happiness of the moment, stuck his arms out and threw 
them around the Wizard. Percy Plant hugged Jimmy Page, and the Princess finally felt a sense of security- 
safe. Jimmy was warm and squishy, like his teddy bears at home, only better. He could feel Jimmy's steady 


heartbeat against his chest, and Percy pulled him even closer. 


wun 


It didn't take very long for all barriers to be broken between Jonesy and The Nowhere Man. In a short amount 
of time, one was comfortable with the other. Even Jonesy, who preferred his personal space, soon found he 
didn't mind his new acquaintance leaning in so close or how he grabbed onto his arm and shook it when our 
Hero apparently said something funny. Jonesy had been on this journey alone up until now, and it felt 


refreshing to have some company. 

They walked through the seemingly endless strawberry fields, where occasionally The Nowhere Man would lean 
over, pick a strawberry or two, and hand them to Jonesy. Jonesy ate so many strawberries he was beginning 

to feel a little sick, but he and The Nowhere Man were having such a nice conversation he didn't notice, really. 


After quite a long time, John Paul decided to ask, "How come you don't leave here and visit somewhere else?" 


The Nowhere Man had just finished explaining to Jonesy how he had been stuck here for a very long time. 


"Because | can't," he said. 

"Why?" 

"| can't" 

"Why can't you? There is nothing stopping you." 

"There is. | just can't 

Jonesy stopped his slow stroll and The Nowhere Man followed suit. Something was tugging at his heart strings. 


Something did not make sense. It was unimaginable to him, being trapped in this big field of strawberries, as 


beautiful as it was. He never left Bron-Yr-Aur until now, but it's not like he never had the option to not do so. 


Nothing stopped him from going or coming, unlike The Nowhere Man. To not have such a basic freedom made 


Jonesy quite upset, and he was determined to do something about it. "Maybe | can help you." 


A long silence passed between them, broken by The Nowhere Man humming. He furiously shook his head, 


nervously glancing up towards the overcast sky. "Oh no, that wouldn't work. There's nothing that can be done: 


"You said others pass though sometimes,’ our Hero observed, becoming increasingly confused. For the first 
time in a long time, Princess Percy was not his main concern. "You just told me. So why not just follow them 
out? This doesn't go on forever. You can't be lost forever." 


Something seemed to break in The Nowhere Man at this words. Forever was a very long time. His once happy 
face fell. His shoulders slumped in defeat, in sadness, and he sighed deeply. "There is a way out, of course, 
Jones, but | can't" His voice got all crackly at the end, and it worried our Hero. He didn't think The Nowhere 
Man was going to cry, but he was obviously upset. 


Jonesy also noticed right away that The Nowhere Man had begun to call him Jones. He had never received a 


nickname before, save for Jonesy, and he decided that it wasn't a bad thing. He liked it, actually. 


Another long silence fell between the two, in which Jonesy stared at the space between his new friend's eyes, 
trying to sort out his racing thoughts. Suddenly The Nowhere Man began walking once again, except this time 
with more purpose. He had something to show Jonesy. Utterly befuddled, Jonesy clumsily followed after him, 

hurrying to keep pace. The sun slipped in and out of the clouds above their heads. 


On and on they combed the strawberry fields, and with each step Jonesy grew more worried and worried. 
Perhaps now he was lost here. What if he was lost a long time like The Nowhere Man, and Jimmy married 
Percy before he could stop it? Maybe The Nowhere Man was sent by Jimmy to hurt him. To make him go 
crazy, make him think he was stuck here when really he was fine. His stomach flipped and flopped as he 
struggled to control his thinking, which was becoming more dismal by the second. Just when our Hero felt 
completely overwhelmed, The Nowhere Man halted in his tracks. He had stopped in front of a hill. 


It was nothing extraordinary. Nothing more than a hill; it was very green, with dirty patches of melting snow 
speckled all about it. Jonesy watched as The Nowhere Man beckoned him to stand closer to where he was 
standing. Jonesy did so. 

"This is why," said The Nowhere Man 

"This is a hill," Jonesy said, convinced his newfound friend had snapped somewhere along the way here. 


"Yes. Yes it is." 


Thoughtfully, Jonesy contemplated this. "Why not see what's on the other side?" he questioned slowly. 


The Nowhere Man's eyes took on a panicked, glazed sort of look"! can't. This is why l'm here, you see, until.” 
he kicked at the dirt under their feet, and Jonesy realized he looked like he was five years old as he performed 


the action"Until she comes back." 
Jonesy felt tears gather at the back of his throat, and he didn't even know why. "She?" 
"Me mum. That's the hill she went over." 


"And she hasn't come back?" 
"No. Not for the longest time. If | go over the hill, | might miss her coming back for me." 


Although our Hero knew it was coming, the words hit him like a ton of bricks. It felt like a wall of glass in his 
chest broke, one he didn't know was there. "She left you here,” he said softly, not accusingly. 


A flood of silence now. It rose like water; Jonesy heard a roar in his head, rain in his ears. The Nowhere Man 
wrapped his arms around himself, as if giving himself a big hug. "No! She didn't leave me!" he said, eyes 
narrowing. "Not on purpose. She took me to pick some strawberries, and when | turned back round she was 
gone. | just seen her going over there, and | thought she would be back soon. But she hasn't come back, not 
yet." The Nowhere Man was rambling, feeling a desperate need to go someplace, but there was nowhere to go. 


"She's lost somewhere, looking for me. | have to wait here for her." 


Jonesy took a deep breath, wondering if it would be appropriate to put his hand on The Nowhere Man's 


shoulder. "You're scared you'll miss her if you leave," he said. 


"Yes." The Nowhere Man was indeed scared, having his life spill out like that, like someone walked over and just 


dumped everything in the middle of the strawberry fields to sort though. 


'| see, | do," Jonesy replied as The Nowhere Man stared into my into our Hero's eyes, as if searching for 


something in them. 


"But-" Jonesy began, as The Nowhere Man turned his head away. He said firmly, "Look at me." 

The Nowhere Man snapped back to attention and looked, apparently surprised by the seriousness of his new 
friend's voice. 

"You never know until you try, am | right?" continued Jonesy, fully aware of how many times he had been 


given this lecture. "Life is all about courage. Finding your courage." 


It may have been Jonesy's imagination, but he swore that he seen The Nowhere Man take a small step closer 
to the hill. The ridiculous bump in the Earth's geography that held so much power over him. "There is no such 
thing. | would have left here by now if there was, Jones." 


"Wait. There is though. It took courage for me to leave my home, my friends one day to chase after a wizard. 


| was alone." The next part that comes out shocked even Jonesy. "And you have me. | won't leave you here." 


"But l'm scared. | don't know what'll happen" Another small step. 


"When it's time to live, live. Don't sort-of-maybe live, but live like you're like you're not afraid," our Hero said 
more to himself than The Nowhere Man, quoting his dear friend Maxwell. Jonesy felt a sting of sadness. He 
wondered how Maxwell was doing. Most likely, he was pacing the floor, worrying about his friend's well-being. 
Drinking his tea. Maybe John was there as well, laying across the table sobbing. "If you don't go now, you'll 
never go." Our Hero began to stroll up the hill, pausing when he heard the eager footfalls behind him. Together, 


John Paul Jones and The Nowhere Man were about to conquer the dreaded hill in strawberry fields. 


Nine 
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The dress Jimmy handed him was an orangish pink, long and flowing; it pooled around Percy's feet, but he didn't 
dare complain. It was nice, but a little tight around the waist. It was also quite old; all in all, it was not 
something he would have picked But of course, he didn't know how much longer he could last in the dress he 
was wearing, so of course he was grateful. It was an unusual emotion, for Percy was used to having things 
merely handed to him, and that was all. He was a Princess. He deserved it, after all. To be given what he 
wanted when he wanted it was an expectation. This time was drastically different. Jimmy didn't have to give 
him anything, and yet he was. Percy said, "Thank you," as he tugged at the dress, which was a little itchy. The 


words sounded funny on his tongue. Thank you. 
"It looks lovely on you, Princess," said Jimmy, and Percy was unsure if he was lying. 


Crinkling his nose in curiosity, Percy asked the blatantly obvious question that had been weighing heavily on his 
mind. Finding it impossible to word it politely, he just was upfront about it"Why do you have a room full of 


dresses? 


Jimmy looked up from the book he was reading. As much as he wanted to, he knew he couldn't stare at a 


stripping Percy. Not yet. The Wizard laughed under his breath, blushing like mad. 
"Why are you laughing?" said the Princess, a little offended. "It's weird...” 
"They were my mum's," said Jimmy a little hoarsely; this was not a subject he wished to delve deeper into. 


Percy tried to picture Jimmy in his mother's stomach, a tiny little peanut-like baby. He wondered what quiet 
things had passed between them. Then he pictured Jimmy as a little baby, being rocked by his mother. Was 
her hair black as his? Then he tried to picture Jimmy a little older, toddling along the halls he had passed 
through, his tiny bare feet padding against the wood. When did he decide to become a wizard? The latter 
question was something Percy did not want to know, but could not help but ponder. "Where is your mum?" 
Percy asked as he began to follow the visibly shaking wizard, out of the room and back down the creaking 
passage that had just gone through. 


Jimmy glanced over his shoulder and stared at Percy. His eyes weren't actually looking at Percy. They had 
glazed completely over. "How about those waffles? | can make rainbow waffles if you want" His voice came out 


in an odd monotone. 


Princess Percy had a sudden, terror-stricken thought that Jimmy may just pick him up and poof away with 
him to God knows where, but he knew Jimmy meant it when he said he wouldn't hurt him again. He was about 
to say, | lost my mum too, but Jimmy had already began striding off, and Percy didn't want to get lost. He 
reached out to hold Jimmy's hand and when Jimmy accepted, Percy almost squealed with something mixed 


between fear and elation 


wun 


What was supposed to be a simple half a minute stroll up a hill led to a dramatic nearly fifteen minute ordeal. 
The Nowhere Man was shaking so badly his teeth chattered, and it wasn't due to the barely below freezing 
temperature. Jonesy wanted to reach out and hold his friend's chin still for him. His palms were getting sweaty 
from holding onto his friend's hands, walking backwards so he could look at his face and give him words of 
encouragement. It broke Jonesy's heart seeing how scared he was, even though there was absolutely no reason 
to be. Perhaps this was unfair, though, for Jonesy had never dealt with feelings of abandonment. He could only 
imagine how terrible it must feel. So, because of his cursed empathy, he was patient and kind and didn't get 
frustrated when every few steps The Nowhere Man threatened to turn around. 


"lm going back!" he cried out as our Hero struggled to hold him steady. He tugged heavily on the sleeve of his 
baggy white shirt, telling The Nowhere Man, "You'll be okay. I'm here." And The Nowhere Man would say, "Don't 
leave," and Jonesy would say with sincerity, "I won't” And the climb would continue, until they at last neared 


the top of the grassy hill 


John Paul Jones was startled when, at the top of the hill, a lone figure stood with their back facing he and The 
Nowhere Man. If it mildly surprised Jonesy, it positively petrified The Nowhere Man. He squeaked in fear and 
ducked behind Jonesy, whispering hoarsely, "I am going back!" He clung onto our Hero's arm like a little kid, and 
Jonesy had to stifle a giggle because the person on the hill was very obviously someone you did not need to 
be afraid of. They were dressed in brilliantly bright colors, so patterned and colorful that it made Jonesy dizzy 
from looking at it. What an unexpected turn his quest had taken. 


He said, "Hello there." 


The person on the hill turned around and stepped closer all in one fluid movement, causing The Nowhere Man 
to squeak again and hold onto Jonesy even tighter. If Jonesy had a hard time believing his day, The Nowhere 
Man must have been losing his very mind He muttered a slew of words under his breath: I'm going back.Mum 


is going to kill me..Jones, we are going back. 


"Hi," said the person on the hill, nodding politely and smiling a nauseatingly happy smile. It was an odd grin that 
let you know they were not an altogether normal person. At first glance Jonesy was unsure if they were a 
woman or a man, because they had a very feminine face(especially their eyelashes.) Once they spoke, he knew 


the person was of the male gender. Whether he identified as one or not was still unknown. 


"Hi," said Jonesy awkwardly as The Nowhere Man at last revealed himself, stepping out from behind Jonesy in 


a surprisingly controlled manner, all uneasiness apparently having vanished. Some people have a sixth sense, and 


others do not. The Nowhere Man believed that he did and Jonesy didn't, because the moment his eyes fell upon 
the face of the person on the hill he felt a trembling along his skin, a traveling current that moved up his 
spine, down his arms, pulsing out from his fingertips. The body knew things long before the mind did. The 
Nowhere Man wondered what his body knew that he didn't. 


"Have you seen Martha?" asked the person on the hill. He smacked his head all of a sudden, exclaiming, "Oh yes, 


how silly of mel" He held his hand out. "| am The Fool on the Hill. A pleasure." 


Jonesy went to shake, but The Nowhere Man was already right on it, enthusiastically taking a hold of the 
character's hand and shaking so hard it actually made Jonesy laugh out loud this time. The two were so 
caught up in each other, however, that they did not notice. "What's your real name? That's not your real 


name," said The Nowhere Man without a hint of tact. 


The Fool on the Hill winked as his wonderfully long, girly eyelashes fluttered against his round, cookie dough-like 
cheek. "That's a story for another day. Who might you two lads be then?" 


"This is Jonesy," said The Nowhere Man, seeming undisturbed by the character's secrecy, "and I'm The 


Nowhere Man." 


"That's not your real name!" said The Fool on the Hill playfully, and The Nowhere Man giggled a funny sort of 
giggle, the kind of giggle you would expect a little girl with a crush to have. Jonesy found all of this to be quite 
amusing and decided not to step in; rather, he would watch this all unfold before him. For a solid five minutes 
straight, The Fool on the Hill and The Nowhere Man talked with one another as if they were long-lost friends 
who had miraculously been reunited. It was obvious right away that The Fool on the Hill was simple-minded, 
much like The Nowhere Man. Not in a dumb way: he was innocent and unassuming, a grown-up and a child all 
at once, plus you could tell he was a touch crazy. That's what drew The Nowhere Man to him. Jonesy was 
certainly not crazy, and maybe that's what his friend needed. The Nowhere Man needed someone as unusual as 


himself. 


Eventually, all three of them found themselves laying on the soggy grass, staring up at the grey, cloudy sky. 
The Nowhere Man was conscious of The Fool on the Hill's breathing, the way his eyes crinkled around the 
edges when he smiled. It was foolish to think some things were beyond happening, feeling as peaceful as he did 
in that moment. Because of one person, who he had not known for very long. He'd honestly thought such a 
thing couldn't happen, the way water could not run uphill or salt could not taste sweet. A law of nature. For 
Jonesy, time passed in a blur. He would never get any of that time back, and where had it even gone? Jonesy 
found himself drifting off into sleep because his thoughts were getting too hard to think about, while The 
Nowhere Man and The Fool on the Hill talked and smiled and made sheep noises beside him. What was he doing 
here again? he wondered as the sky grew darker by the second, and with a lurching shock, one thought came 


to the forefront, and that thought was Princess Percy. 


He scrambled to his feet, scaring both of his friends who were laying awfully close to one another. Dizzy and 
disoriented, growing more and more panicked, Jonesy looked ahead in the distance, at what lay at the bottom of 
the hill, and shivered. Kashmir was not much farther, was his educated guess, for the strawberry fields 


abruptly ended and not much else continued. It was as if nature decided to simply stop being green once it 
passed the top of the hill, but our Hero unfortunately knew that wasn't the real reason. Mother Nature had 
nothing to do with the desolation laid out before him. 


"Wait!" cried The Fool on the Hill, and he grabbed onto Jonesy's ankle and tugged. His eyes were full of childlike 
wonder and a sadness he would rather ignore. "That's where Martha went, and she hasn't come back yet. l'm a 


bit afraid myself of leaving my hill, so if you see her, do let me know, will you?" 


"We'll be here," piped up The Nowhere Man, grinning toothily. And with those words, Jonesy knew he would be 
continuing his quest alone. Alone, he was about to wander into Kashmir and face Jimmy the Wizard and save 
the Princess of Bron-Yr-Aur. Just as Maxwell had said, this was his destiny and there was no way to 


outsmart your fate. 


Jonesy nodded mutely, not trusting himself to open his mouth and speak. He had to hurry, as he had been 
sleeping for much longer than anticipated. He wasn't even sure of how much time had gone by, and the 
thought of what may have happened to Percy in those hours terrified him to the point where he could barley 
function. As he began to despairingly make his way down the slope of the hill and officially into Kashmir, he 
pondered the thought of going back and forcing The Nowhere Man to continue on with him. He was Jonesy's 
friend. Jonesy was the one who got him to leave the fields, to climb the hill. Luckily, Jonesy was an incredibly 
kind person, and doing so would be horribly unfair. The truth was The Nowhere Man and The Fool on the Hill 
connected in ways he could not ever hope to understand. The bonded over their lost loves, over a Martha and 
a Mum. Knowing can be a curse on a person's life. Jonesy would have traded in a pack of lies for a pack of 
truth, and he wouldn't know which one was heavier. Which one took the most strength to carry around? 
Heavier or not, the truth was his now. The truth was The Nowhere Man, by either luck or pure coincidence, 
was exactly where in the universe he was supposed to be, and Jonesy had no right to change that. As much 
as he wanted it to be untrue, it was his own preconceived destiny that determined he was to save the 


Princess, and he was to do it by himself. 


wun 


Princess Percy swallowed a nervous whimper as Jimmy led him through the dark halls of his home. Their 
fingers were intertwined, sweaty palms pressed together like hands in a prayer. Never in a million years did 
the Princess think that he would be holding hands with Jimmy the Wizard, but things had changed so rapidly 


he no longer felt the need for unusual things to be explained anymore. It was as it was. 


Jimmy's home was old and dusty and if he didn't know better, Percy would think no one lived in it. Terribly 
large and intimidating, he was certain no matter how long he stayed there would always be rooms, secret 
passages, rooms inside of rooms, that he would never see. That's how massive the home was. The seemingly 
randomly placed furniture was old and faded, covered in cobwebs. Perhaps it would have been comfy at one 
point, but Percy was unwilling to test out that theory. It was as if Jimmy did not even live here-he just 
existed like a ghost, not touching. 


The waffles were indeed rainbow, and there was a whipped cream smiley face plopped on top of them. Percy 


sat awkwardly across the table from Jimmy, who studied him carefully, head in hands. He had told Percy how 
extra hard he worked to get all the spiders and such out of the kitchen, especially for him. It was supposed to 
flatter the Princess, but Percy found himself more and more unsure of the food in front of him. The spongy 
silence was beginning to hurt his ears, so he decided to try a bit. If he got food poisoning and died (which he 
doubted) that would at lea the better than marrying Jimmy. "Why don't you eat any?" Percy asked, blushing. It 


felt odd having someone watch you eat. "You just be tired from..carrying me." 
"| don't eat" 

"Ever?" 

"Sometimes" 


"Why?" said the Damsel in Distress, licking off the last bits of whipped cream. "Don't you die?" A truly 
horrifying thought came to mind. He sucked in his breath and his hand flew over his lips. "Are you dead?" he 
mouthed. 


Jimmy shook his head firmly, tangled dark hair falling over his eyes. "No," he said, poking at some scratches in 
the table, which strangely enough resembled his initials. "As far as | can tell. | just don't eat. Occasionally | will." 


The more Percy ate, the better the waffles tasted. These may be the best waffles in the world. Too bad he 
cannot share them with any of his friend back in Bron-Yr-Aur. His friends who he hoped were on their way as 
we speak to rescue him. Of course they were. They loved him. Everyone loved him and wanted him back. "Why 


not now? | feel bad eating all this by myself," he said, mouth stuffed. 


"No," was the final reply, and Percy noticed with a twinge of uneasiness that Jimmy clenched his hands into 


fists. 
"Okie dokie," he muttered, casting his gaze back towards the waffles and focusing on those instead. 


A couple minutes went by in which Jimmy scratched furiously at his wrists. Percy wanted to ask why he did 
that, but decided to save it for later. Then Jimmy suddenly said, "I truly am sorry if | frighten you. It's not 
purposely.” 


The bride-to-be looked up, surprised at the comment. It was very true: Percy was afraid of Jimmy, more 
because of how he looked than what he did. People who made rainbow waffles were not evil, he came to 
realize, as much as he didn't want to believe it. He could deny it all he wanted, but Jimmy truly wanted him 
here to marry him. Nevertheless, Jimmy matched the description perfectly of the villains in the books he read 
when he was tiny, and to be honest, the Princess very much still had the mind of a child. And Jimmy had 
kidnapped him, lest we forget. That's not something one got over quickly. 


"If it helps," he continued, turning his lips inward and biting down on them, "I'll put on a dress too." He stared 


straight into Percy's eyes then and for the first time Percy felt as if he were actually seeing Jimmy the 


Wizard. "Then we'll be the same." 


"That might be even more scary." A glare from Jimmy, which somehow managed to be playful and threatening 


all at the same time. "I'm joking.” 


With unsettling swiftness, the Wizard stretched his arm across the table and grabbed onto the last piece of 
Percy's waffle. He shoved it in his mouth, stood up and said, "Okay. lIl do it" Sooner than Percy could even 
comprehend what had just taken place, Jimmy vanished in that annoying sort of beautiful dark haze of smoky 
glitter. Confused, the Princess blinked rapidly, hoping that Jimmy would come back because being alone in this 
creepy house was somehow worse than being with the person who owned it. 


After five blinks, Jimmy reappeared in the same manner he had left, except this time he returned as 
promised-in a dress. It was more like a gown, really, light blue, poofy at the bottom with bits of lace here and 


there. It showed quite a bit of leg. (Not that Percy noticed these sort of things.) "Wow." 


Jimmy, apparently unperturbed, sat down once again from Percy and smiled faintly. If this was what he had to 
do to make Percy happy, so be it. He wanted to make Percy love him, so that he could be kept forever. If 
Percy loved him, he would never have to spend one more agonizing day alone in this big house. "I will take that 


as a compliment." 
"Do you like it?" said Percy, who was unable to stop himself from smiling in return, 


Jimmy shrugged, drawing attention to the ridiculously large sleeves of his gown. "It'll do. The important question 
is: Do you like it?" he asked Percy, leaning in a little closer. 


To Jimmy's astonishment, Percy also leaned in, rather than shirking back like he had been anticipating. The 
Princess said, "It'll do." 
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Our Hero, John Paul Jones, stumbled around in a panicked daze across the barren and dark land of Kashmir. 
The sky was gloomy, like a heavy black blanket hovering over the land. It was impossible to tell how long he had 
been wandering, lost. Five hours? Five minutes? There was no way of telling, and the darkness was relentless. 
He was tired and scared beyond belief, yet some unknown force kept him going. He could hear John giggling in 
the back of his head in that annoying/endearing way of his; he could hear Maxwell speaking encouraging words 
into his ear. Most of all, he could hear The Nowhere Man and The Fool on the Hill laughing. Freezing cold, 
Jonesy was able to see his breath, coming out in round little puffs. Something like this would have usually 
amused him, but only one thing mattered and that was taking the next step, and the next step, and the 
next..closer to Princess Percy. For the third or fourth time, he wondered if pulling out John's childishly drawn 


map would help any. He pulled his wool garment tighter around his shivering body, continuing on 


The air felt thick and charged, too thick to breathe. A twig snapped and Jonesy jumped out of his skin, because 
for sure that one was not him. Something, or someone was following him. His first thought was obviously 
Jimmy The Wizard, and Jonesy couldn't help but shiver in fear, a cold ripple that crawled down his spine. He 
had previously been so brave, but he had not been anticipating their meeting under such perilous 
circumstances. He told his legs to move, to run; he did not make it far. Too cold and too exhausted, Jonesy was 


stuck trudging slowly along with nothing but the pale moon to provide any source of light. 


He wondered why Jimmy would be out stalking him and why he had not sent someone else, some demon from 
Hell, maybe. But it was impossible to say just who it was, for they had not yet revealed themselves. Jonesy 
hoped and prayed that it was not actually Jimmy, because the thought of being followed by the evil wizard 
was more petrifying than anything else his foggy mind could think up. As usual, however, he went straight for 


the worst case scenario. 


With each step Jonesy's energy drained, as well as what felt like his sanity. He was weak from hunger and the 
freezing temperature and the unknown villain stalking him in the dark didn't do much to help, either. Questions 
arose. Was Percy worth this? It's not as if Percy ever personally did anything to better Jonesy’s life. Could 
Maxwell be wrong-there is no such thing as destiny? Little did John Paul know that a certain Princess was also 


questioning the way things were working out, in an old house not too far away from him. 


‘Jimmy's not gonna get me," Jonesy whispered to himself, nodding his head as if to reassure himself. "I'm not 
afraid of you," he said a little louder, voice cracking in the cold air. He didn't know why he said it quietly; maybe 
he didn't want whoever was following him to hear, to know he was lying through his teeth. Especially if it were 
Jimmy himself. 


He didn't get to continue his delusional rant. The footfalls behind Jonesy sped up and without any warring at all, 


something hard came down on the back of our Hero's head. He squeaked and fell to the ground, unconscious. 


woun 


Jimmy was uncertain for how much longer he could keep this going. He had not yet secured a date for he and 
Percy's wedding, and that needed to happen soon. Jimmy was an extremely organized individual and not having a 
set plan drove him mad. Percy was having none of it, though; he lay across the table with a worried 
expression, limbs wiggling pathetically like some washed-up squid. It was growing dark quickly and Percy had 
awful night time anxiety. All these thoughts he didn't want to think kept bothering him. Things such as: How 
long have | been here? When am | going back home? Why am | starting to like Jimmy the evil wizard? | need to 
take a bath. But he didn't want to go about answering these, so instead he settled for squirming uncomfortably 
on the table, accomplishing nothing. 


"So," Jimmy said suddenly, shifting uncomfortably, scratching at his wrists. This was a nervous habit the 
Princess quickly picked up on. No longer was he the looming, frightening wizard, now he was a painfully 
awkward, smitten, and a slightly mysterious person called Jimmy. Jimmy, who Percy maybe sort of liked. 


"Yes?" replied Percy, eyes locked on the cobwebbed ceiling. 


"Two days," he said, and when Percy rolled over and looked at Jimmy, something he could not place had 


evaporated from his face. "Is two days going to work for you?" 


The Princess’ stomach flip-flopped. "For what?" he whispered hoarsely, already knowing the answer. The 
unavoidable was approaching, and he was powerless to stop it. He felt like that a lot these days, never being 
able to make his own decisions. Things changed so quickly. Just a few days ago he was a Princess of the land 
of lemons, and now here he was, being forced into a marriage, in a dusty old dress. The scariest part of it all 
was that Percy has stopped fighting it. He became accepting, complacent. And the thought of marrying Jimmy 


was dreadful as well as unnaturally exhilarating. 


It upset Jimmy that his fiancée was actually going to make him say it. It made him the bad guy, which he was 
determined never to be again "Our wedding," he said as evenly as possible, although he knew there was a small 


tremor in his voice. 


| will never marry you. Percy wanted to scream and stomp his feet and throw his plate and spit at Jimmy. He 
wanted to feel angry and scared but instead Percy found himself nodding slowly, shaking his head up and down, 
up and down. It made the cut on his head hurt, and he reached to touch it, but Jimmy the mind-reader said, 


"Don't. You'll make it worse." 


Percy's hand withdrew, no more noticing how obedient he was to Jimmy anymore. Loyal to a fault. He started 
to shiver; he could hear his teeth in his mouth, crashing against each other. He said, "Two days is fine, Jimmy." 
There it was. The first time he had used his soon-to-be husband's name. Percy wanted to see how it tasted 


on his tongue, to see how it would feel when he would begin to say it more often But he was too numb at the 


time, so the moment passed uneventfully. Jimmy also didn't seem To notice, and if he did, he did not show it. 


Jimmy turned his eyes on him, his big, flickering eyes that burned like the sun. How he wished he could, just 


once, see the world through those eyes. "Do you want your ring now?" 


With difficulty, Percy sat upright. The table was old and wobbly and made him a little nervous. His body was 
complaining as well, having his sleeping patterns and all greatly disturbed. At least he had some food in his 
tummy. "I don't know," he said. 


It's a simple question" 

‘| see that. | don't know." 

"We can save it," said Jimmy, not wishing to upset Percy. 

But Percy was quite emotionless at the moment, his brain unable to comprehend what was happening. His heart 
was unfeeling, a cold ice cube sitting in his chest. All he could think of were the times he was little and he and 
his mother would dress up and plan his wedding just for the fun of it. It had been so exciting! Now she was 


gone, as was his hope for a wedding like the one he wanted, small and romantic with only a few people on a 
sunny, warm day. 
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We all live in a yellow submarine... 
Yellow submarine... 


A yellow submarine... 


This was what Jonesy had awoken to but an hour ago-the sound of someone singing. It was a silly tune with 
funny words, nonsense words our Hero had never before heard in a song. The one singing was a young man 
who called himself Billy Shears, but plain Billy was fine. His voice was soft and kind, sweet and almost timid, like 
his personality. Jonesy was afraid of him at first, as he quickly realized this was the character who had 
followed him and knocked him out on his journey, which was beginning to get very off course. He had no other 
choice but to go with it, though. Nothing seemed to shock him anymore. In a way, he had grown desensitized. It 
could have been worse, after all; Jimmy could have been the one to hurt him, and it would have been much 


worse than a bonk on the noggin. 


Jonesy sat on a table in front of Billy, who had graciously wrapped him in a blanket that made him sweaty. He 
had caught his death of cold, Billy told Jonesy as he clicked his tongue and pulled a sad face. Only when he 
pressed a warm cloth against our Hero's forehead did he realize this was not a dream, as he had been led to 
believe. "| knew you would be coming eventually," said Billy as he leaned forward and smiled in a friendly way. It 
wasn't friendly in the way The Nowhere Man or The Fool on the Hill had been. There was a horrid sadness in 


their smiles; Billy's was pure and dare Jonesy say it, innocent. "I just knew it." 


"Why?" Jonesy asked as he kicked his feet in the air, his nose running. He really was getting sick His feet didn't 
quite reach the floor. Not that he really wanted to touch the floor-it wasn't the nicest looking one he had 
walked on. Jonesy himself didn't come from a rich home, but at least grass wasn't coming up through the 
boards. Billy had been here an extremely long time, he figured. The home was very similar to his own, but 
smaller, and it made Jonesy's heart swell. He missed the comforts of Bron-Yr-Aur, as silly as it sounded. He 
wanted his bed; he didn't particularly like sleeping on top of a hill with two people he barely knew. He wanted his 
books, his paper and quill pen, the comfort of solitude. He didn't want to be sitting on a table like a little kid 
with a guy who hit him on the head and then sang to him. 


"Because it's meant to be," said Billy, smiling like he couldn't turn his mouth off. "H's been years since someone 


visited Kashmir, and | figured you were the one meant to-" he paused, then raised his shoulders sheepishly, 


"do the thing." 


Jonesy sneezed, shaking from the cold He wrapped the blanket closer around himself, suddenly grateful for the 
item. "The thing?" 


"Jimmy." The air immediately seemed to chill. "You know." Billy nervously looked towards the window, not that 
one could see anything out of it. It had been boarded up for what appeared to be a very long time, considering 
the cobwebs and dust. Jonesy believed he knew why. "That's why | had to bump your noggin. | knew you were 
scared and | wouldn't get you to come with me to take the Things any other way...” 


Jonesy picked up on the fact that Billy apparently really liked to use the word thing a lot. "What Things?" he 
inquired, tilting his head, his long, sweat-damped hair falling over his forehead. 


"Are you hungry?" Billy asked out of the blue; Jonesy wondered what he had done in his past life to make him 


deserve this. "| just made some biscuits earlier today-" 


"What Things? What does any of this mean?" He pressed on, desperate for some answers. Jonesy snuffled and 
wiped at his nose, knowing he had most definitely caught a cold. He was pale and shaking all over, despite the 
warmth of the little shack he and Billy remained in. 


Confused and maybe hurt, Billy pursed his lips into an O shape. "These Things." He reached behind Jonesy and 
slid a large blue book across the splintered, bumpy table that Jonesy didn't even know was there behind him. It 
looked suspiciously familiar, and once Billy began flipping through the pages, he knew why. It was the same book 
Maxwell had showed him back at home, the one all about wizards. He stopped at the same page, and pointed 
frantically at something Jonesy could not quite see, due to his watering eyes. "The Things, see. The Things you 
have to give to Jimmy.’ That word again. Another chill passed though the air. 


"Oh," said Jonesy. "Those Things." The three impossible items-a guitar, a bottle of Jack Daniels and a scarf. Our 
Hero had honestly forgotten all about this aspect of his quest, instead focusing on simply staying alive by this 
point. 


Billy nodded slowly, as if making sure Jonesy understood the point. He closed the book loudly, which made 
Jonesy jump a little. Billy didn't seem to notice as he rambled on cluelessly, "The recipe was me mum's, you 


know. They're just fab-" 

"You have the things?" Jonesy asked, suddenly seeing a sliver of light in the seemingly dark and hopeless 
future. He held back a sneeze as he reached out towards Billy and grabbed onto his arm. "That doesn't make 
sense. If you have the things, why don't you give them to Jimmy?" 


Billy stared at Jonesy for a long time, face blank as a piece of paper. At last he said, "I'm not supposed to." 


"Then why do you have them?" It took a lot to irritate Jonesy, but this guy was doing it without even 
genuinely trying. His voice, a little squeaky from his cold, was anything but threatening. He shook Billy's arm. 


"Because-" Billy gestured wildly, searching for an explanation. "The book. In the book it says someone brave and 
someone kind, worthy has to do it, or Jimmy won't take them." He shrugged. "Or that's what I've been lead to 


believe." 
"You're not worthy?" Jonesy said, knowing the answer. 


"Nope," said Billy, who did not appear upset by this information. "This stuff wasn't hard to find in Kashmir, back 
before.." Here he visibly shivered. "Well, before everyone ran away. Now I'm the only one left here. I've been 
saving the three things until someone came along. No one else was brave enough to stay but me, so since then 
I've been waiting for the right person. And | think that's you." He smiled toothily, kicking at the floor shyly. "I 
know thats you." 


Jonesy deeply considered this. Someone kind and brave..What he did-chasing after Princess Percy-could have 
been considered brave, he supposed. He wasn't particularly kind, as far as he could tell. He had helped The 
Nowhere Man in a way, but that didn't feel like kindness to Jonesy. It felt like something any decent human 
being would have done. Maxwell repeatedly told him it was his destiny, though, and for the first time our Hero 
began to see what he meant. "So | have to just..give them to Jimmy? What's the point?" Jonesy knew the 
apparent prophecy had nothing to do with Percy and he was a mere catalyst for getting the job done, which 
was ultimately restoring Kashmir. John Paul Jones was a part of something bigger than he had initially 


imagined. 


Billy was munching on a biscuit Jonesy hadn't seen him retrieve. He said, "No one knows, but if it helps Kashmir 


in any way, someone should do it" He elbowed Jonesy in a playful manner. "I guess we'll have to see, won't we?" 


Jonesy found himself smiling for the first time in a while, despite feeling physically ill. "I guess so," he replied 
"May | see the Things?" 


Grinning in return, Billy nodded, and then handed our Hero the rest of his half-eaten biscuit. 


woun 


"What are we doing?" 


Percy quivered. Jimmy had led him into yet another room; this one small, cramped, windowless, and terribly 
dark. Well, except for the few candles Jimmy had lit, which only made it creepier to him. He believed that all of 
the scary stuff Jimmy did was going to be over now that they were getting married. That's what he had told 
Percy, that he was changing. Maybe not. 


“Something my mother showed me," Jimmy replied softly. “Something | have never done with anyone, until now." 
It was here that-even through the darkness-Percy could see his future husband holding something shiny and 
something very sharp. It glistened in the candlelight for a moment, then flickered away as he moved it. 


Percy wanted to back away but it was so dark and the only thing scarier than a knife was the dark, the 
unknown. So Percy stood still as a statue, licking his lips and running his hands trough his hair to try 


unsuccessfully to soothe himself. "What's that for?" 
Jimmy didn't answer. He did say, "Sit down, please. Just on the floor.” 
"| can't see-" 


"There's nothing there that can hurt you." Percy heard Jimmy sit, so he did the same, albeit more slowly and 
cautiously. There the two sat across from each other, legs crossed. As Percy moved his hands to get more 
comfortable, he touched something that was gritty and made a crunching sound under the pressure. Shrieking, 
he pulled his hand away and scrambled forward, actually looking to Jimmy for comfort. "What's that on the 
floor, what did | just feel?" 


Jimmy and Percy's knees were touching, they were so close to each other now. "Shh," Jimmy whispered. "It's 
salt. It's nothing to be afraid of" He proceeded to reach behind him and pull a candle closer; it sat next to 
Percy so he could finally see Jimmy's face under the yellow glow, and that they were surrounded by a circle 


of salt. He could also plainly see the knife Jimmy held, small yet dangerously sharp. 
"Are you going to hurt me with that?" he asked uncertainly. 


Jimmy sighed through his nose, not annoyed but perhaps slightly irked. Percy needed to let things be and calm 
down. "It may hurt a little, but l'm not doing it because | like hurting you," he explained patiently. Percy then 
watched in morbid fascination as Jimmy raised the blade and placed the tip against his palm. Words, words to 
stop him formed on the Princess’ lips, but it was too late-Jimmy made a barely noticeable cutting motion with 
the knife; immediately, a small pool of blood bubbled up from the small wound. "Come here, please. Your hand." 


Jimmy motioned. 


"Will it hurt?" Percy asked. He flicked his wrist, extending his hand in a dainty manner, but Jimmy again 
whispered a shh. "Why are we doing this?" he whispered in return, afraid yet intrigued in an odd way, 
wondering if Jimmy was actually going to slice him or not. 

Is an ancient ritual, a rather simple one," Jimmy began as he petted Percy's hand soothingly, positioning his 
mother's knife."The mingling of our blood, joining us together as one." As he spoke he made the cut as gently 
as possible, and kept on talking to distract his anxious fiancé. "There is no longer a difference between you and 
me." He took Percy's hand and raised it. Percy focused hard on Jimmy's face, bathed in candle light, still 
apparently unaware that he was bleeding. His face looked as peaceful as any face Percy had ever seen. "The 
boundary between us is gone. | am you and you are me." He laced their fingers together, so their bleeding 
palms were securely pressed against one another. Percy shivered with something other than fear, something 
almost.pleasant? He felt the tremor go through Jimmy as well, and the two locked eyes, neither blinking as 
each others’ blood began to flow through their veins. He gazed at their hands, intertwined, and realized that 
nothing in the world had ever fit in between his fingers better than Jimmy's. 
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Billy gave Jonesy simple instructions on how to get to Jimmy's. (It turned out he had walked right past it in his 
tired state, so Billy told him to basically go back the way he came. They both laughed) This particular goodbye 
was harder for Jonesy than any of the others, as hard as it was to leave the poor Nowhere Man with The 
Fool on the Hill. Billy Shears’ eyes filled with liquid, and to our Hero's surprise, his did as well. Billy threw his 
arms around him and squeezed almost as tight as John did, swishing the air right out of Jonesy. "You can do 
it," he said quietly, afraid to open the door in case Jimmy was out there. Which was unlikely, as Jonesy pointed 
out, but Billy would have none of it. He had certain set times to leave, when he apparently believed Jimmy was 
sleeping, to stock up on needed items in a town Jonesy had never heard of, and didn't want to know about. He 
missed Bron-Yr-Aur and that's all he wanted. He didn't need to know anything else about Billy, in case he never 
seen him again That would plunge him into unspeakable despair; he had found a true friend in Billy, never mind 
that he hit him on the head and kidnapped him. It was part of his destiny. Without Billy, he would still be lost, 
wandering around for Jimmy. 


Which didn't sound so horrible, come to think of it. 


Jonesy buried his nose into Billy's shoulder, wanting to remember his smell-an Earthy, biscuity smell that 
made him feel safe. "Ill come back for you," he promised, at last having another reason besides this merely 


being his destiny to do the right thing. 
Billy giggled and said, "Just be safe. You've got the Things. You'll be okay.’ 


Our Hero did not trust himself enough to speak further. With that, he departed from Billy Shears, trusting in 
him that Jimmy's abode was impossible to miss. Out of an irrational fear, Billy slammed the door quickly behind 
Jonesy as he walked out, saying he didn't want Jimmy to see him. Nothing the man did made any sense to 
Jonesy, and he wondered if Billy was even a human at all. But things like that were better left to Maxwell, who 
Jonesy missed so badly it made his bones ache. 


The guitar was old and one of the strings was broken, but it would do the job. It bounced softly against 
Jonesy's back as he walked along, producing a comforting thumping sound. Despite the fact that it was 
supposed to be sometime in the morning, the sky remained dark and ominous, as if the sadness of Kashmir 
could not be lifted. Jonesy didn't seem To notice, as he had delve deep inside of himself and found a new 
strength, an inspiration to keep him going. 


In his right hand Jonesy held the bottle of whiskey, a drink he was not fond of. It was half empty, as Billy 
occasionally couldn't help himself. It would do the job nonetheless. In his right hand was a biscuit Billy had 


insisted he took with him-it tasted much better than Jonesy expected. 


The waffle scarf was warm and soft so he wrapped it around his own neck, seeing why Jimmy liked them so 
much; the scarf reminded him of a hug. He wondered if Jimmy liked hugs. It was a deep but also terrifying 
inquiry, to think that some part of Jimmy was normal, was human. It made him that much more scary, 
because that meant something was common between the two of them. Jonesy couldn't bear to look at 


someone as horrible as Jimmy the Wizard and see himself. 


Finishing off the biscuit, our Hero pulled the bottle closer to his side, grimacing as the faint outline of a creepy 
and dark house came into his line of vision. He would have given anything to be back at home listening to John 
snore drunkenly and Maxwell blabber on about the universe. But instead he was here, approaching Jimmy the 
Wizard's, apparently about to restore Kashmir to its former rainbowy, magical glory, and save Princess Percy. 
After a few minutes, Percy grew sleepy and tipped forward, slumping into Jimmy's chest. His heartbeat lulled 
Percy into a light sleep, and he snored very quietly. Jimmy supported him, loving the almost magical kind of 
glow his curly locks possessed in the light. He looked at their hands as the blood slid down their wrists, and 
smiled He knew Percy and him would eventually fall in love, but this went far beyond anything he anticipated. It 
was just as beautiful as it was terrifying. He was now bound to Percy forever, meant to take care of him for 
as long as they lived. And with Percy's recent history of clumsiness, he hoped that would be a long time. The 
thought of spending the rest of his life with Percy literally made Jimmy dizzy; that, or the loss of blood was 
making him ill. Either way, he and Percy were together now, and all that was left was the actual marriage. He 
couldn't wait, and he shook with excitement, startling the dozing Percy. 


‘Its nothing," said Jimmy, feeling embarrassed that he was acting so childish, and Percy seemed to be satisfied 
with this answer. He had learned to trust Jimmy, not having any other options. In so many ways Percy was like 
a child, Jimmy believed. Trusting, innocent, easily frightened. Maybe more like a kitten. Show them some genuine 


affection and they're sleeping next to you, purring. 


The knock at the door surprised Jimmy-rather, it completely and utterly astonished him, more than anything 
in his entire life ever had. More than the death of his mother, the crumbling of Kashmir, the first time he 
laid eyes on Percy, or when he realized how good he looked in a dress. None of these events could compare to 


those three simple and timid knocks. 


Percy was not as profoundly affected. Instead he asked in his naive little voice, "When will my hand stop 
bleeding?" 


Jimmy's breath hitched in his throat and his heart quivered in wonderment. Percy was over his injury so 
quickly, unlike last time. And that one had been unintentional. Jimmy had purposely hurt him this time, yet 
Percy was accepting and even happy about it. At the thought, the Wizard looked down and gently touched the 
tips of his fingers to the crown of his head, wincing at the bits of dried blood in his curls. Percy needed a 
bath. "Your hand is fine," he said. "Here, let me take mine back." Jimmy released his grip on Percy's pale, dainty 
hand. As promised, the bleeding had stopped, but the cut-small as it was-still stung. 


"Owie," Percy whimpered, but gave Jimmy a toothy smile to let him know that he was alright. He then said, "I 
think | heard the door, Jimmy." 


The Wizard loved the way his name was spoken by his bride-to-be. He loved it so much that he could almost 
pretend the knock hadn't scared him. "I think you're right," said Jimmy. "Come on" With that Jimmy grabbed 
onto Percy's shoulder and poofed away, as if this was a regular everyday occurrence. The two of them were 
settling into married life quite well after all 

It was after the initial shock of what he had done when Jonesy's heart began to kick in. His breathing became 
shallow, raggedy, as if he had just run for a long distance, far longer than what he had walked in reality. 
Everything, all the events of the past couple days hit him with the force of a thousand suns, and he felt as if 
the world was ending. His knees almost comically knocked together; his grip became so tight on the bottle he 
was certain the glass would shatter into a million pieces. His face paled and just as he was about to fall over 
like a sack of potatoes, the large, foreboding wooden door ever-so-slowly creaked open. Jonesy's heart 
momentarily stopped beating altogether in that moment. 

Our Hero Jonesy and Jimmy the evil Wizard were at last meeting in the flesh. 


At least, that's who Jonesy assumed it was--Jimmy Page. The Person who stood before him was quite small 
and was wearing a dress, of all things. Maybe it was Percy, though the hair on this person looked nothing like 
the Percy's he had viewed from afar back in Bron-Yr-Aur. Jonesy's suspicions were confirmed when a grin 


broke across The Person's face--an unctuous grin with far too many teeth to be considered friendly. 


The Person took a small step back, and raised their arm in greeting. "Won't you come in?" they said, and 


without a second thought Jonesy did just so. 
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Percy sat next to Jimmy the Wizard on the old, cobwebbed couch in what Jonesy assumed to be a sitting 
room of sorts. It had a very Victorian-like feeling, and he assumed the color scheme would have been a light 
blue, if not for the years worth of dust covering everything. The windows were so dusty you could hardly see 
out of them, and Jonesy shivered at the chill in the air, which was not all due to the weather. It was as if this 
was a pleasant social visit, where the three would chat over something mundane with a cup of tea in their 
hands. Jimmy sat directly across from him with a creepy look on his face, as if he knew all the answers to 


everything in the universe and Jonesy hadn't a clue of the simplest thing. And it felt like he didn't. 


"So," said Jimmy pleasantly, leaning forward and resting his elbows against his thighs. "What brings you to 
Kashmir today?" 


Jonesy shifted uncomfortably in his chair. It was stiff, as if it had never been sat in. (Which it probably had 
not been) His hands were clammy and made holding onto the guitar as well as the whiskey challenging. He 

pretended not to notice how the Wizard's hands trembled, or how his voice shook ever-so-slightly. Little did 
our Hero know, Jimmy was just as terrified as he was. Never had there been a visitor in his home, save for 


Percy, who was now a permanent resident. What did he do? 


"Um.." Jonesy went to answer, but the bottle suddenly slipped right out of his sweaty hand and hit the floor 
with a terrible, deafening smash. Pieces of glass shattered in every direction and the whiskey splattered all 
across the floor. Some, to Jonesy's dismay, splashed against the bottom of Jimmy's floor-sweeping gown. He 


went to apologize, but was too petrified to even find his voice. 


Percy shuddered violently, Jonesy noticed, but Jimmy was unaffected. "It's alright," he said. He shook his leg to 


rid himself of the alcoholic liquid and then continued, "As you were." 


How anticlimactic this all was. It was borderline laughable. Did Jimmy know who he was? Not that he was truly 
threatening, but wasn't he supposed to at least recognize the Three Things? Well, now the Two Things. "Um," 
stammered our Hero again, kicking lightly at the glass, "l-l brought you something.’ 


Percy huddled into Jimmy's shoulder. It greatly disturbed Jonesy, at last seeing the Princess he had watched 
from afar in the flesh, cuddling like a frightened kitten into the shoulder of the evil being who had kidnapped 
him. It reminded him of a child hiding behind the their parent from someone they were scared of. Did Percy 
know he was about to be rescued? He briefly wondered how Bron-Yr-Aur was taking it, life without the 


Princess of Lemons. There were more urgent matters at hand, however. 


"A wedding gift?" asked Jimmy, trying to not let this John Paul person-as he had introduced himself-to see 
how confused he felt. "Because that's not for a couple days, but | suppose we can accept it early." 


Jonesy's eyes flickered toward Percy at this comment. He expected him to be horrified and leap into his arms, 
saying, "Save mel" But instead Percy merely nodded-a small shake of the head that one would not notice unless 
specifically looking for the action There was the answer to this entire ordeal: Jimmy had not kidnapped him for 
what people are typically kidnapped for, but rather to marry him. And though our Hero was scared to admit it, 
it appeared as if Percy didn't have an issue with that. 


"You can't marry him," said Jonesy, shocking himself with his bravery. Rather than letting the Wizard know 
how afraid he was, Jonesy none-too-gently dropped the guitar to the floor beside to him, ripped off the 
comfy, warm waffle scarf, and stood to his full height, a full five feet. His hands were on his hips as he 


struck a defiant pose, his chin sticking out as if daring Jimmy To come closer, just daring him. 


And he did. With inhuman speed, Jimmy seemed to glide right over and stood tall and looming in front of 
Jonesy. His bulk took up most of distance between them, eliminating any kind of personal space Jonesy might 
have enjoyed, but in return he could now see Jimmy much more clearly. There was a cruel, rigid quality to his 
expression that made our hopeful Hero wish he had never looked at him. Was he looking into the face of evil 


incarnate? 


"And why can't | marry him?" asked Jimmy in a sickly-sweet voice, tilting his head in mock curiosity. When 
Jonesy did not immediately provide the Wizard with an answer, he went to grab Jonesy's arm; he reflexively 
jerked away. And Jimmy slapped him, bringing his hand across his face as hard as he could. Jonesy had been 
slapped before; clean, sharp smacks to the cheek that caused him to draw a quick, stunned breath. He had 
never been lucky in love. But this was something else, not a slap at all. This was a full force hit. He smelt 
something awful on Jimmy's hand-blood, possibly, but he did not have a chance to look. 


The impact threw him backwards into the wall, and he crashed into the floor. He didn't feel the pain at first, 
but sitting up, gathering his feet under him, it slashed from his ear down to his chin. It caused him to drop 
back again onto the floor. Jonesy stared up at Jimmy with his hands clutched to his chest, wondering if this 
was indeed the end. He filled his lungs with air, trying to steady himself. 


Jimmy stood over him. "Percy belongs with me," he mumbled. His eyes looked frantic, scared. "You can't take 


him. 


Jonesy noticed his ands still cupped over his chest. He pressed them down, hard into his flesh. Breathing hard, 
he flinched as Jimmy raised his fist again, another hit. 


Then: "Don't." A thin voice. 


The Wizard and the Hero both looked. 


Tears were rolling down Percy's cheeks, gathering at the tip of his nose and splattering onto his dress. His 
lower lip trembled. "Don't," he croaked. 


"Percy," Jimmy breathed, "he's trying to take you from me." Jimmy looked at Percy and thought that he loved 
him. He loved every ounce. | just doesn't wanna lose you. | can lose everything, but not you. Oh god, not you. 
Jonesy could see, even from the view on the ground, that Jimmy was completely devastated, as if he knew he 
could not win this time. He seemed crazy with anguish, relieving a pain he'd kept locked up all this time, and 


now that it was out it had overwhelmed him. 


"No more, please," he said, his voice husky and trembling, fresh tears pooling in his eyes. "Don't hurt Mister 


Jones." 


Mister Jones. Jonesy looked between the two of then, his heart pounding so loudly he was afraid Jimmy could 
hear it. He felt as if his fate would be decided between them. How wrong he had been believing saving Percy as 
well as Kashmir was his destiny. That he would save everyone and be happy. He was unable to even save 
himself. 


"Get up!" Jimmy yelled He had Jonesy by the arm in one swoop, lifting him up. Once on his feet, Jonesy 
wrenched away and ran for the door. Jimmy came after him and caught him by the hair. Twisting John Paul 
to face him, he was able to finally get a good look into the Wizard's eyes, and what he saw dismayed him. 
There was nothing evil or sinister there, nothing that wanted to hurt him. They were the green eyes of 
someone who was desperate, who was broken. "l." Jimmy pulled on Jonesy's hair harder as he struggled to find 
the words, not realizing how much it was hurting the younger man, who whimpered and tried to move but was 
very much stuck in Jimmy's iron-like grip. The smell of blood came off of him in waves, and Jonesy 


subconsciously began praying, hoping it was Jimmy's own and not the Princess’. 
"Jimmy." The heart-broken voice of Percy broke in, but Jimmy apparently did not hear it. 


"l" he began again, "I can't. you can't take him from me. | cannot lose someone else." His grip loosened some on 


Mister. Jones, and Jonesy could breathe again. 
"Come with me." 
And there it was. There it all was. 


These three words changed positively everything. There was a trembly feeling in the back of Jimmy's knees. 
His fingers gradually loosed around the fistful of Jonesy's hair until he had let him go completely. His breath 
became faster, and something coiled around his chest and squeezed tighter and tighter until suddenly, like a 
panic switch had been snapped off, Jimmy felt himself go limp. His mind became unnaturally calm, as if a part 
of him had lifted right up out of his body and was watching the spectacle from a safe distance. "Come with 


you?" he repeated slowly, tasting each word, not knowing if he heard correctly. 


Jonesy now had to make a choice, and make it quickly. Obviously he was not the savior of Kashmir the 


prophecy had foretold, so to hell with everything, he decided. The situation couldn't get much worse than this. 
Jonesy could plainly see something special between the two, and despite how troubled-to say the least-Jimmy 
the Wizard appeared, who was he to stop anyone from doing anything? 


Maxwell would be mad with him. 

John would be mad with him. 

Bron-Yr-Aur would burst with sheer panic if the presence of Jimmy was ever known 

Yet how could he go on, how could he ever face himself again knowing he did not do the right thing? 


Jonesy, before Percy could do it, stretched his hand out towards Jimmy. "The Princess is right," he rasped, 
voice hoarse. "You can come with us." He kept his head bowed, trying to appear as non-threatening as possible. 
While he felt he was in control, supposedly being the "one" chosen to save Kashmir by God knows who, it now 
became apparent he was at the mercy of Jimmy. He had a few choice words for Maxwell and that stupid book 
of his when he got home. And Billy as well, should he see him again. 


The well of Percy's tears began to dry, to everyone's relief. "Oh please, Jimmy, this will fix everything! Mister 


Jones can marry us, and you can live with me and you can try lemons and sleep in my blanket nest." 


Jimmy looked at Percy, and for the first time in hundreds of years, the wizard turned his bottom lip inward 
and bit down, clenched his fists at his sides, and began to cry. Not a waterfall like Percy; in fact, it was barely 
noticeable at all. Percy watched as a tear rolled down the left slope of his face, and a tear from the right 
shortly following it. They gathered at the tip of his nose, then plopped onto the fabric of his dress. He said, 
"Percy, nothing would make me happier," and he took a hold of Jonesy's hand. 
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It was dawn, and the sun was just beginning to peak over the mountains in the village of Bron-Yr-Aur. Percy 
didn't feel like getting out of bed. He had always heard people saying how they could stay in one position 
forever and he always thought that was silly. If he had known what it was like to cuddle with Jimmy Page 


earlier, those words would have never left his mouth. 


Percy liked to have his space. He needed to be able to spread out on his bed and swing his arms out wide and 
feel nothing constricting his movement. There was usually something liberating to be found in doing that, like it 
produced a sense of independence from the laws of nature, which always tended to pack as much matter into 
a volume as was possible. But at this moment, as he lay curled in Jimmy's arms, Percy realized just why 
certain phrases, like, ‘invasion of space’ had been created, although for the life of him he couldn't figure out 


why they were given a negative connotation 


Warmth radiated off of Jimmy in spades as he was held flush against his body. He was still sleeping and there 
was nothing in this world that would make Percy wake him up. Listening to his slow, regular breaths was as 
hypnotic as putting his ear to a seashell and hearing the ocean. Somewhere he and Jimmy would visit, on their 


upcoming travels. Perhaps they would be married by the ocean 


Suddenly Jimmy stirred, murmuring something about not having slept in months, and Percy knew not to 
question. Wizards were different, and he was accepting of this. Then he kissed the junction between Percy's 
shoulder and neck gingerly, not accustomed to displaying such affection, yet knowing it seemed like the proper 


thing to do. "Let's stay here all day." 


Percy nodded, flipping over so he now buried his nose into Jimmy's chest. He breathed in the scent, a smell of 


whiskey and magic and sweaty skin-a smell he had once been so apprehensive of. "Okie doki." 


"Tomorrow," whispered Jimmy, his voice full of longing and wanderlust. "Tomorrow we're going to run away." He 
stretched out and breathed into Percy's curly, soft hair. It was a spur of the moment decision that the two 
had made last night, when they arrived in Bron-Yr-Aur-with a Somewhere Man, a Fool who Used to be on the 
Hill, and a happy little guy with melancholy eyes called Billy-trailing behind them. It had been decided that 
Jonesy would be the one to officially wed them, and the other three would be the guests. It was quite the 
relief to Jimmy, who no longer feared no one showing up to his special day. Not that he felt like he needed 
anyone else in his life but Percy. his funny, innocent, special little kitten-like Princess. 


Of course, he would no longer be a Princess after their marriage, but that was another story. 


A nod. 

A snuggle. 

A kick 

Giggles. 

Satin sheets and twisted limbs. 

For Percy Plant, the need to understand Jimmy, to understand himself-and how they found each other in this 


big, silly universe-had passed, at least for the moment. All that was left was love and wonder and the promise 


of being happy together, no matter how long and bendy the road ahead seemed. 


